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PREFACE. 



Ever since the idea of placing these verses before 
the English public was first suggested to me, I have 
asked myself whether I have a right to publish them 
without a word of apology or explanation ; for the 
verses themselves clearly bear evidence here and 
there in their contents of not having been written 
by an Englishman, and far more: clearly still, I fear, 
in their general form and style. But what, on the 
other hand, should I explain or excuse ? A foreigner 
in a foreign land, if I dared to write my verses in the 
language I love best, and now dare to send them 
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over to that country, which, though neither the land 
of their birth nor of their parentage, still seems to 
me to be their home by right, I surely cannot put 
forward a claim for indulgence on that account, but 
must abide the issue of my own temerity. Then fly 
away, little verses, fly away bey'ond the water, and 
where you find an open window, enter in and nestle 
there ; but if cruel sportsmen send you back to me, 
wounded and bleeding, return tq reproach me with 
the foolishness of this moment, in which I loose your 
wings, and bid you Godspeed. 

J. M. W. SCHWARTZ. 

Utrecht, Holland, 

New Year's Eve, 1S84, 
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THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 



PRELUDE. 



I BREATHE my kisses on this page 

And sigh to think, that there should be 
So broad a space 'twixt thee and me ; 

'Twixt my wide flight and thy gilt cage 

The world lies open. I am free, 
As ever bird on waving wing, 
To rise, to wander and to sing, 

But not to fly to thee. 

Then what to thee avails my right ? 

And what to me avails my flight ? 
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What though I haste from stage to stage, 
Yet aye look back with straining sight 
To where my heart would be, 
And often pause and think of thee 

And breathe my kisses on this page ! 



Thou art my all, that all in me, 

Which makes me worthy of thy love. 
Thou art my all, and there can be 
No good in me but comes froiri thee, 
No bad thou canst not soar above. 

Thou art my all. I could not tread 

This darkening road but at thy side ; 
And truly hath my spirit said, 
That in thy death my life were; dead. 
As in thy life it doth abide. 
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And it is thus, and I am torn 

From that wliich formed my strength, my stay 
Away by cruel forces torn ; 
Ah, ne'er a heart was so forlorn, 

By cruel forces torn away. 



Thou art my all. Then what is this ? 

Then what is this, that men call Me? 
Each man may deem his life is his, 
Yet well I know that nothing is 

Of me myself, but springs from thfee. 



PART I. 



PART I. 

Thou dawnedst on my early days, 
As on the young green grass the sun, 
Ere yet his race is well begun, 

Strikes his first slant of silver rays. 

So on mine eyes, ere yet they had 

Well learned the blessing of their sight. 
Thy beauty cast its opening light, 

And I beheld thee and was glad. 

And I beheld thee. Did I know ? 
I saw thee grow in strength of days, 
And grow in beauty, and my gaze 

Scarce told my heart that it was so. 
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Thus when the sun across the sky 
Treads his proud way of growing force, 
Our warmth and Hght seem things of course, 

And we scarce pause to question why. 

And thus my life-day was begun, 

And thus since o'er the fields of night 
The dawn broke forth in rosy light 

My eyes are fixed upon the sun. 



I will out into the woodland, 
And all its shades shall ring, 

And all its life shall listen. 
When I go forth to sing. 

And all its life shall echo 
The music of my song : 

love, tender and true ! 
O love, gentle and strong ! 
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Smile down, thou golden sunshine, 
On field and flower and tree, 

On ev'ry plant that opens 
And lives and blooms in thee. 

Smile down, thou golden sunshine 
On thousand sparkling wings, 

That rise and fall and glitter, 
And on ev'ry bird that sings. 

Smile down, thou golden sunshine. 

Thy blessing from above ; 
And all the world shall echo 

The music of my love. 

And all the world shall welcome 

The sunshine of my song : 
O love, tender and true ! 

O love, gentle and strong ! 
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O childish dreams, O happy dreams ! 

Could I but dream you o'er -again ! 
And yet methinks it often seems 

That ye have not been dreamed in vain. 

O childhood's days, O happy days ! 

Too lightly spent, too soon passed o'er ; 

Could I but live you back once more 
And play again my childish plays. 

And did we play then, you and I ? 

And did I call you little wife ? 
That play and truth should be so nigh, 

And dreams should touch our nearer life. 

O childhood's dreams, O happy dreams ! 

O childhood's days, your time is past ; 

For dreams must fade and years fly fast, 
And ne'er a life was what it seems. 
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My youth was passed in foreign lands, 

And I have wandered far and wide ; 
My ship has lain on many strands, 

And rocked on many a changing tide ; 

And thou wert ever at my side ! 



I travelled. It was thought, forsooth, 
A useful thing, that I should learn 

Of varied wisdom in my youth ; 

The task was hard, the masters stern : 
I thought of thee and my return. 



'Mid stranger-friends my childhood grew, 
Our Saxon brethren o'er the sea, 

^Amid a happy, noisy crew 

Of Enghsh schoolmates, frank and free ; 
I played with them and dreamed of thee ! 
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Thou knowest in what fair retreat 
My later boyhood's lot was past, 

Where learning and enjoyment meet, 
And watch the Rhine sweep proudly past ; 
I thought of thee, and years fly fast ! 



And me they bore in rapid flight, 
Where azure skies kiss azure seas, 

And marble palaces gleam white 
'Mid groves of gold-hung orange trees ; 
I thought of thee, and what were these ? 



And yet again my sails were set. 
And I beheld that sunlit shore, 

Where shining dome and minaret 
Look all the white-roofed city o'er ; 
And there I learned to love thee more. 
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And wheresoe'er I sank to rest, 

'Neath Gothic arch or gilded dome ; 

And wheresoe'er a feathered nest 

Called on my heart no more to roam, 
I thought of thee, for thou wert home ! 



^ Have you seen my girl-cousin ? 

O, a lovely sight is she ! 
Have you seen as I saw her, 
Clothed in gentle modesty ? 

Clothed about in the garment 
Of her childhood, pure as light. 

Clothed about and safe-guarded, 
For her innpcence is might. 

Strong in all her calm beauty. 
Strong in all her purity. 

Have you seen my girl-cousin ? 
O, a lovely sight is she. 
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If she pass, checked the laughter, 
Checked the ribald song and jest ; 

the purest of women, 
O of women loveliest. 

If she pass, hushed the voices, 
And the speakers scarce know why ; 

Let her pass in her beauty, 
Ah, too swiftly passed by. 

Let her pass in her beauty 

And her gentle modesty. 
Have you seen my girl-cousin ? 

O, a lovely sight is she ! 



We had not met for many years, 
And lo, when first we met again, 

I could not see thy face for tears, 
I could not see the sun for rain. 
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I knew thee lovely, for adown 

The world-trod Rhine-road many came 
And stayed to see our ancient town; 

And friends from home would breathe thy fame. 

Not thine the vulgar daily praise, 

That beauties court amid the crowd, — 
The nudge, the wink, the staring gaze. 

The admiration, long and loud. 

Yet friends from home would often tell 

Of thy still charms with tender pride. 
Of that fair face we knew so well. 

Of that sweet grace thou couldst not hide. 

And oft by simple tales they taught, 

How quick both heart and brain must be. 

I sat and listened, and I thought : 
In praising her they honour me. 
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And often then I slipped away 

To dream in some untroubled place, 

And think : if she should come to-day, 
And I should look upon her face ! 

We did not meet for many years, 
And lo, when first we met again, 

I could not see thy face for tears, 
I could not see the sun for rain. 



There lay a darkness o'er thy lot. 

When first thou camest to the Rhine ; 
For he, whose storm-wind? pity not, 
Had veiled thy sky and left a blot 
Of blackest woe o'er thee and thine. 

To us thy widowed mother brought 
Her wreck of happiness, and we 
Knew well, that in our midst she sought 
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Escape from what the world is taught 
To give and call it sympathy. 

I saw thee then — a child, 'tis true— 

I loved thee then, yet stood apart ; 
And from thy sorrow, strong and new, 
My love shrank back. It seemed thy due 

To hold aloof thy orphaned heart. 

I loved thee then, my heart had kept 

The love in playful promise sworn ; 
, And in my loneliness I wept 
To think, that thou shouldst say it slept. 

Or deem it dead — may be still-born. 

And oft since then I saw thee come, 

I saw thee go without a word ; 
I need not make the weary sum, 
How oft I saw thee and was dumb, 

That had no reason to be heard. 
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'Twas not as often as it seems, 

And yet methinks so often still, 
That visits came like sunshine-gleams 
In cloudy skies, like golden dreams 
In nights of sickness and 6f ill. 



Once from the old Swiss border-town 

Thy mother sent a kindly call : 
We linger here, we all came down 
To hear a preacher of renown, 

Why not come too, and see us all ? 



Thou wilt remember that I came ; 

And I, alas, remember too ; 
Yet not to thee belongs the blame 
Of days of weariness and shame, — 

No, not to thee. What couldst thou do ? 
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Time sped us on. Again we met, 

Thou still a child, and I a youth,- 
And in my clumsy way I set 
Myself to win thee. Ah, forget 
With what a sorry end, forsooth ! 



For when I did my best and strove 
To please thee better than beforej 

Thy simple spirit rose above 

My idle parody of love, 

And thought me foolish — nothing more. 



And thou wert right, but do not task 

Me now with this. The wound is healed. 

And yet I would not seek to mask 

My wrong. I had no right to ask 

What thou couldst have no right to yield. 
3 
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Xtt thou art witness, that I ne'er 

Disturbed thy peace by one soft word ; 

I only looked my fond despair, 

And cast no sigh upon the air. 

That all the world might not have heard. 



So be it, then. I loved thee well. 
With foolish love, may be, but true, 

With trusting love, whate'er befell ; 

The just distinctions thus to tell 
Is given but to the wiser few. 



So be it, then. Through all these years 

I loved and in my love was blest ; 
And trusted that beyond my tears, 
Beyond my hopes, beyond my fears 
There lay a paradise of rest. 



THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 23 

And trusted with that surer trust 

That rises lesser proofs above, 
Above our daily hope and lust, 
I trusted thee, because I must, 

I trusted thee, eternal love ! 

I trusted thee, eternal love. 

And knew the greater end must be, 
That end, to which thy children move, 
God's end, as unproved faith shall prove, 

And, sweetest heart, I trusted thee ! 



A scrap of paper torn and soiled, 

A scrap, that once was white and fair, 
On which a little child had toiled 
To write her letter, and had spoiled 
Her handiwork by too much care. 
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O little hands, that clutched the pen, 
O little earnest frowning eyes, 

bended head, as you were then, 

1 call you back to life again,: 
And in my mind I see yop rise. 



The big round letters slowly -link 

Across the page in straggling rows ; 
The tiny fingers, steeped in ink. 
Fight bravely on and rise and sink, 
And piece by piece the sentence grows. 



Long pauses ev'ry phrase between, 

And two big eyes, that look perplexed, 
And two small, flushing cheeks, that lean 
On two small, rounded arms, and mean : 
What should I like to tell him next ? 
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" My deerest, deerest cousin ! " There 
The words stand still and head the page. 

If but the steps that followed were 

As easy as the first to her — 

But proverbs are not always sage,, 



-Not always true, for well we know. 
That later steps most often were 

The harder, as our pace grew slow. 

Small hands will tire, and ink will flow, 
And blots fall here, and blots fall there. 



O dear old letter with thy smears, 

Thy stains, thy blots, thy faded ink, 
Thou hast been spoiled by many tears. 
And kissed and kept for many years. 
Thou one, thou solitary link. 
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Thou solitary link between 

Our golden hours of childish play, 
The innocence, that once has been. 
The hopes, that once were young and green. 
And the stern, barren, dark to-day. 

With awkward blush one fatal morn 
I shewed her what I kept so well ; 

And ere I guessed it, she had torn 

The page across in girlish scorn, 
And at my feet the pieces, lay. 

And she was right. I blushed and frowned, 

And bit ray lips with grief and pain ; 
And down I stooped unto the ground 
And took the fragments scattered round 
And deemed my heart was rent in twain. 
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How old were we, v/hen first we breathed 

Our love into each other's ears, 
When first our early love bequeathed 

The promise to our later years ? 

How old were we ? Oh, rather say : 
How young were we ? Why tell it thus, 

Lest those who hear should smile away 
In scorn, what was such truth to us ! 

Yet why avoid the laugh of those 

Whose ignorance but breeds their scorn ? 

What know they of our loves and woes ? 
What of our darker early, morn ? 

Ah, what indeed ! Our baby lips 

Were scarcely tutored to express : 
" I love," and yet the word oft slips 

From those who know its meaning less. 
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How young were we, when first we spoke 
Of later bonds for weal or ,woe ? 

The words were play ? The vow was broke ? 
Well, some said : Yes, and some said : No. 

With childish hands we seized our fate 
And sought to hold it, nothing more ; 

It seems to me, that I was eiglit, 
And then — ah me — then you were four. 

And you were four, and yet it seemed 

No strange thing then, and now we smile ; 

But much has happened since we dreamed 
That we were happy for a while. 

And much is past we would recall, 
And much is past we groaned to bear ; 

And now we smile and weep for all 
That we were called upon to share. 
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But most of all we weep and smile 

To think of days that long are o'er, 
When first we kissed by yonder stile, — 

And I was eight and you were four. 



A vision rises up before me, 
A vision in the glare of day, 

A memory of a time so happy, 
That I would not drive it away. 

I see her, for she stands before me, — 
I see her and I know, 'tis she. 

A child — ah, with a face of sunshine. 
And she stands there looking at me. 

A fairy, as she stands there smiling, 

A fairy with a fairy's hair ; 
Her forehead and her eyes are radiant, 

As I see her, borne on the air. 



30 THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 

I see her, as she comes to meet me, 
To meet me with an eager rush, 

And crying : Are you come already ? 
And then wondering why I shpuld blush. 

O vision of a time that never. 

That never will return again. 
O woman, thou canst know I love thee. 

But the child I long for in vain. 



Ye are of yesterday ; the page 

Falls shut, and I must turn away. 
Why should my wondering thoughts engage 

The memories of yesterday ? 

Yet let me pause. I grieve to part 

From these bright things, that once have been ; 
The colours lie upon my heart 

As fresh as vs^hen my youth was green. 
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My brain was learned in many a thing, 

That now has slipped from its control ; 
But these sweet truths, of which I sing, 

Are twined around my inmost soul. 

I have recalled them all once more. 

And once more known them sweet and true. 

Away, away, your time is o'er, — 
The present lives, but what are you ? 

I know ye live, for I had died, 

If ye, my higher life, were not. 
Ye live in me. To all beside 

Ye are a past, that is forgot. 

In each man's heart there lives a past, 
That sighs and sings with human breath, — 

That lives and throbs unto the last. 
And dies with him, — if death be death. 
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Dwell thou with me, thou |)roken dream, 
Reflection of the things that were, 

Not fancy of the things that seem. 
And thou, sweet memory of her. 

Awake in those long hours of night, 
, When all my other life lies still ; 
Arise before my spirit's sight, 
And let me rouse you at my will. 

And let me live you back again, 
Your treasured wealth of good and ill,- 

Your memories of joy and pain, 
When all my other life lies still. 

For thou, brief present, but the last 
Reflectioti of dead time art thou ; 

And what am I but all my past 
United in one throbbing' Now 1 
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Thou, that hast lain asleep in me, 

I have recalled thee back to life ; 

Thy hopes, thy fears, thy doubts, thy strife, 
AH that has been shall once more be. 

Shall once more live a life above 
The narrow compass of my soul, 
That she, of whom was born the whole. 

May know the limits of my love. 

Ye memories of my youth, that stir 

Within my heart, your time is cQme ; 

Ye rise above the daily hum. 
And ye shall live again in her. 

And thus upon her heart I cast 

This life, that soars all time above ; 

And in the presence of my love 
Shall be no future and no past. 
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To thee, of those dear few, that stand 
Between myself and life's greit Wrong, 
To thee I dedicate this song. 

To thee alone. No other hind 
Has thy sweet primal right to trace 
Each line, that holds thy mirrored face. 

To thee, for thou wilt understand 

What I have written here and why, 

And none so well as thou and I. 
4 
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For thee alone this bridge is spanned, 
On which we meet across the years 
Of hope and faith and trust and tears. 

And see, whatever I had planned 
These changing notes of mine should be. 
My ev'ry thought recurs to thee. 

To thee alone, as soft and grand 
The music swells throughout my soul, 
To thee each part, to thee the whole. 

And yet these lines, that thou hast scanned,. 

Are but an echo of the chime 

That fills my life throughout all time. 

These feeble rhymes I can command 

Are but an echo faint and far ; 

I bring them thee such as they are. 
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I bring them thee, and in thy hand 
I leave my love, my claim, my plea ; 
I dedicate these songs to thee ! 



Come back, come back ! 

Is that what the bells are saying ? 
Come back, come back ! 

I heard them ringing and playing. 

Come back, come back ! 

Echoing over the plain ; 
Come back, come back ! 

To thy native land again. 

; Come back, come back ! 

I heard, as I sat in the train ; 
Come back, come back ! 

From the city beyond the plain. 
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My native land, across the years, 
Across the lands my spirit bears 

Me back to thee in yearning flight. 
Up, up my fancy soars above 
The clouds towards the land I love, — 

And lo, it meets my eager sight. 



The last low hillocks, that remain 
As sentinels upon the plain, 

Now sink away beyond the view ; 
And one great stretch of verdure lies 
Broad, straight and smooth before mine eyes. 

By rows of water-lines cut through. 



And dotted o'er the verdant land 
The many-coloured cattle stand 
And slowly watch me, as I pass ; 
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While here and there amid the plain 
A rippling lake of yellow grain 

Swells up above the humbler gras?. 



And red-roofed cottages lie hid 
In frequent groups the trees amid 

With slender spires, that pierce the air. 
A hundred windmills hurry round 
Their four great sails that sweep the ground, 

And water greets me everywhere. 



And now and then on high-raised pole 
The one-legged stork surveys the whole, 

And watches down the sluggish stream 
The broad-built barges slowly glide, 
Where rushes rise on ev'ry side 

And hide the far advancing team. 
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And far away towards the coast 

The gleaming sand-dunes' marshalled host 

Stands out as bulwark of the land ; 
And ocean rising to his prey 
Strikes his vain strength on their array, 

A silent armament of sand, 



And where the silver sand-beach shines 
The brown-sailed smacks lie drawn in lines. 

And, each at their accustomed tasks. 
Some mend the nets that lie around, 
Some heap the herrings on the ground, 

And some fill up the waiting casks. 



And yonder sinking to the tide 

Lies the great city in her pride, 

The lagune-city of the north ; 
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Triumphant o'er the shelving sands 
She heaps her stores from many lands, 
And thousands from her ports sail -forth. 



Thou golden city of my birth, 
Thou richest land of all the earth, . 

Thou conquest of a nation's might, 
To thee my fancy soars above 
The clouds, to thee, O land I love, — 

And lo, thou dawnest on my sight. 



Enough of wandering far and wide, 
Of seeking gain and finding loss, 
Of digging gold and striking dross. 

No house on sand shall e'er abide ; 
No rolling stone shall gather moss. 
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I have but learnt in foreign lands 
To be a stranger in my own, 
And I must reap, as I have sown ; 

And now mine exiled spirit stafids 
Among my countrymen alone ! 



Before the heavy barrier falls, 
That shuts me out for evermore 
From all I love on yonder shore, 

I hasten back to those old halls 
I knew and loved in days of yore. 



The weary wanderer knocks at night 
And craves admittance at the door : 
The storm is dark, my feet are sore, 

And here within are warmth and light ! 
I am returned to rove no more. 
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Receive me by my solemn prayer, 
Receive me by that voiceless cry 
Which calls me back, I know not why ; 

Receive me, for my dream is fair, 
And life is short and love can die. 



Beyond the olden city-walls 

Still rise the ivy-covered towers. 
Where now a wealth of foliage falls 

On shady walks and shining flowers. 
Where lay the danger-laden moats. 

Now pleasure-skiffs sail gaily by, 
And troops of swans with snowy coats 

As lilies on the waters lie. 
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Where in a sudden curve the stream 

Sweeps round the colour-dotted grass, 
And heavy-laden branches seem 

To kiss the wavelets, as they pass, — 
There on the water's further side 

The lofty chestnuts stand in line, 
And in the mirror of the tide 

Two even rows of windows shine. 



The long, low house lies partly hid 

Where now and then the trees grow tall ; 
Its yellow shutters shine amid 

The paler yellow of the wall. 
In golden words upon the gate, 

Upon the porch is written : Rest ; 
And here in childhood's peaceful days 

God made my love a summer nest. 
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And here her shielded girlhood grew 

And opened out in tender bloom, 
As one of those fair flowers, that blew 

Around the window of her room. 
I found her here among her flowers, 

Her black-curled darling near her hand. 
And wiled away the happy hours, 

And deemed her garden fairyland. 



Ye golden letters, writ above 

The home of all that I love best, 
Be ye the emblem of my love, — 

God grant it bring her nought but rest. 
And wheresoe'er my lot is cast, 

And wheresoe'er my fate should roam, 
Recall my wandering steps at last ; 

This house is hers, and she is Home. 
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New life, that lay before me, 
That I had dreamed in mariy a d»eam, 
Ah me, if I could now redeem 

The thoughts that oft came o'er me. 

Young life, young hopes, yourijg vision 
Of golden glitter mid the duSt, 
Thou sowing of a golden trust 

And reaping of derision. 

How oft my youth had pondered 
The glories of that clouded height, 
Which shone upon my distant sight, 

I rose to them and wondered. 

Why pause to ask the reason ? 

These stormy feasts were not for me 
Nor scenes of drunken revelry — 

But hush, such words are treason. 



THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 49 

From other lands the story 

Comes of a better, braver sport 

In cricket-field and tennis-court, 
And higher, manlier glory. 

Ah well, each change of fashion 
Is often too a change of name. 
And right and wrong oft mean the same 

Before the throne of passion. 

Enjoyment is but leisure 

To do the thing that we love most, 

And many seek their proudest boast 
In wantonness of pleasure. 

Why speak of reformation. 

That would perhaps be only change ? 

The wasp can seek in wider range 
The flowers of dissipation. 
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And what ask I of pleasure, 
Enjoyment, whatsoe'er it be ? 
That find my pleasure all in thee,. 

In thee, my joy, my treasure. 



'Twas with thy mother that I dwelt, 
When first my student life began,. 

And in her house that first I felt 
The boy had grown into the rhan, — 

Or rather deemed with foolish pride, 

The man had laid the boy aside-. 

Thy mother's door was never dumb 
To claims, that constantly increase, 

And when I simply wrote : I come, 
The answer echoed : Come in peace. 

For weeks of short felicity 

I blessed the roof that sheltered thee. 
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How Strange it seems, that I was hurled 

From out the stillness of thy home- 
Upon this new and noisy world, 

And thus sent out to meet my doom ; 
How strange thy circle should have been 
The first to hear what I had seen. 

I often marked thy still surprise 

To hear of things so strange and new, 
And fled the wonder of thine eyes 

And blushed, that all I told was true, — 
Then bit my lips to tell no more, 
And told the selfsame story o'er. 

Ah well, they were no tales for thee ; 

I told them in my foolish pride, 
And deemed, forsooth, that I should be 

Grown-up and manly at thy side,— 
But learned the shadows to despise 
Beneath the sunlight of thine eyes-. 
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False manliness, thou lasting blot 
Upon the fresher charms of youth, 

Thou seekest strength where strength is not, 
And easiest off the garb of truth. 

Thy ripeness came before its time ; 

Thy bloom must fade before i^s prime. 

I wore my new-plucked honours then 
And wondered some should smile to see, 

For no distinction, gained by men, 
Excelled that cap and sash to me. 

I like thee well, thou boyish pride, 

That seest all things magnified ! 

Where hoary institutions raise 

Their heads above the axe of time, 

And rules of long-forgotten days 
Combine the strange and the sublime, 

We dare improvers' hands to move 

The customs rooted in our loye. 
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short-lived days of widest range, 

O joy and pain, I scarce knew wliy, 
When all the world seemed new and -strange, 

And thou, dear heart, wert ever nigh. 
That such a wondrous thing should be. 
One roof to shelter thee and me ! 

And yet my heart would often turn 

To friends so far, so far away, — 
My boyhood's friends, that I must learn 

To look upon as lost for aye ; 
And ah, how much the fate endears, 
Which bids us separate for years. 

The summons came. I stood alone 

Amid the children of my kind, 
And deemed that land was most my own 

In which I left my heart behind, -^ 

And had not learnt to understand, 

That thou w«t all my fatherland. 
S 
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The old cathedral city lies 

Amid a wealth of waving green. 
From far away against the skies: 

The king of all its towers is seen, 
A sentinel, that from on high 

Looks o'er the verdant pasture-land, 
Through which the Rhine creeps past to die, 

And digs his grave among tl^e sand. 



Across the stretch of fruitful plkin 

The guardian forts lie scattered wide, — 
Some hidden half by seas of grain, 

Some frowning by the waterside ; 
And thickly strewn o'er all the land 

Rise mansions, villas, great and small. 
Where flowers are massed on ev'ry hand, 

Or where ancestral trees grow tall. 
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The city in its wall of green 

Shrinks from the view of vulgar eyes, — 
Yet here and there the trees between 

Its lesser towers as pigmies rise, — 
As pigmies by that giant tall, 

Who stands in solitary pride, 
And keeps his solemn watch o'er all 

And all the land on ev'ry side. 



The avenues of chestnuts spread 

In long, broad lines towards the town. 
And there its pride and fashion tread. 

Its carriages pass up and down. 
To right and left between the leavesj 

The milk-white walls of villas gleam, 
And far away the eye perceives 

The distant glitter of the stream. 
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All round the town the waters glide, 

By rustic bridges circled o'er, 
With banks of grass on ev'ry side 

And beds of flowers along the shore. 
Here skiffs and pleasure boats parade, 

And deep sunk barges slowly pass, 
And swans admire their mirrored shade 

Or sun their feathers in the ^rass. 



The inner city still displays 

Its costly proofs of ancient worth 
And glories, gained in later days, 

That gave the great republic- birth. 
It lies, a mass of winding streets, 

Where once a hundred convents hid, 
Their ruined recollection greets 

The wanderer its maze amid. 
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But where the burghers of the town 

Once built themselves their proud retreats, 
The mighty rows of windows frown 

Upon the stillness of the streets, — 
And gabled houses sunk in sleep, 

O'er grass-grown stones their shadows throw, 
And dark canals lie still and deep 

'Mid solemn trees in double row. 



Outside the house a simple trick 

Of looking-glass reflects the street, 
Its pavements made of yellow brick, 

Its round, white boulders, clean and neat. 
And fresh-faced maids with wooden shoes 

And plaited frills and lifted skirts 
Splash o'er the panes their streams profuse 

From mighty burnished copper squirts. 
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Seven graveyards in the city's heart 

Bear proof of long-forgotten claims, 
Where now the busy square and mart 

Would seem to mock the solemn names. 
The old cathedral rises there, 

A glorious mass of fretted stone, 
And far away across the square 

Its one great tower stands alone. 



Alone in solitary state 

It strikes its crown against the sky, 
Alone and excommunicate. 

As if the church would own no spy. 
Its chimes come ringing softly down. 

In subtle blendings, sweet and clear. 
And time the work of all the town 

And all the suburbs far and near. 
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The vast cathedral-aisles are shorn ;' 

Of all their many-coloured state, 
For image-breaking hands have torn 

Their glories down in fervent hat?, — 
Confounding in their wild excess 

The church with them that worshipped there, 
And left her in her nakedness. 

Yet in her nakedness how fair ! 



And in the still, grey cloisters' gloom 

The college youths pace to and fro 
Or wander on from room to room, 

Where streams of knowledge slowly flow, — 
Then hasten from the drowsy halls 

To where dame Nature holds her*sway, 
And gather when the evening falls 

To revel till the dawn is grey. 
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And here the vaulted hall is shewn, 

Where seven states in solemn hour 
Swore to uphold their right alone 

And taunt King Philip's utmost power. 
Here liberty, once dearly bought, 

Held out her arms to all that came. 
And many a noble name is wrought 

Into the marble of her fame. 



Fair Utrecht, in thy cloistered shade 

My youth has lived its dying years ; 
By gentle Fortune thou wert made 

My sheltered home, my home and hers. 
What little learning forms my store, 

I owe to thee it was not less ; 
I owe thee this, I owe thee more, — 

I owe thee all my happiness. 



THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 6i 

love, my love, 

Shall we e'er forget 
That all-happy day, 

When once more we me ? 

Since we parted last 

Years had rolled away*, 
Hasting, as they passed, 

That reunion-day. 

You and I to walk 

Speaking face to face ! 
You and I to talk 

Only commonplace ! 

I could only think : 

If she were to guess ! 
You could only shrink 

From my eagerness. 
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While my heart is set 
On my love for aye, 

I shall not forget 
That reunion-day 

Let affection be 
Rules of time above. 

That day lives in me, 
O love, my love ! 



Come, let me seek to paint the face, 
Whose ev'ry line is on my soul, 

Or rather lightly strive to trace 
The lovely outline of the whole. 

She wears the self-same halo now 
As when I saw and knew hev fair, 

And o'er the low and level brow 

Lie rippling waves of light-brown hair, 
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Through which a golden glitter plays, 

As round the small Greek head they close 
And nestle in a knotted maze 

Upon the neck of pillared snows. 
The perfect oval of the face 

Bears that pure stamp we know so well, 
The soft complexion of her race, 

A delicately-tinted shell. 
A crimson rosebud forms her lips, 

And two brown eyes in glances speak — 
While each long line of lashes dips 

Into the bloom of each soft cheek. 
Upon the proudly rounded neck 

That small, proud head sits firm and free ; 
And that fair form she loves to deck 

In all its sweet simplicity, 
Is lovely in its native grace. 

Is — as the form of Eva — good ; 
And over form and over face 
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Lies all the charm of maidenhood, 
And over all that something reigns, 

Which never language could .define. 
Which owns the blood that fills, her veins 

And stamps her of a noble line. — 
'Tis false. I throw the palet down. 

It is in vain I mixed my paint. 
Still black is black and brown is brown ; 

And all the hues are dull and faint. 

I throw it down, for I am loth 

To blunder on. Why should I strive 
In vain to cast upon the cloth 

This lovely form I know alive. 
I know it lives and I would paint 

This lovely life, as I had said ; 
And all my hues are dull and faint. 

And all the face lies cold and dead. 
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We dwelt together side by side — 
Across the grounds our windows meet— 

You where the rippling waters glide, 
We in the long, straight line of street ; 

You in your lovely Castle-Rest, 

We on our smaller, humbler nest. 



And each fulfilled his daily task. 
Awaiting, as our path we trod. 

That future neither dared to ask, 
But only dared to hope of God, 

And trusting with a perfect rest. 

Whatever is is for the best. 



We worked and waited year by year. 

And took our joys, as they were given ; 
We hid our wounds with jealous feai: 
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And left our course of love to Heaven ; 
And childhood into manhood grew, 
And we were still, and we were true. 



We met —as we had always done — 
At social board and social game ; 

Our intercourse flowed smoothly on 
In even tenour still the same ; 

No word e'er slipped unheeded by, 

Nor e'er a glance escaped thine eye. 



I know not, if thy thoughts were fond, 
I never read thine inner mood ; 

For nought was granted me beyond 
My privilege of cousinhood, — 

But that was granted, full and free. 

Ah well, I took it moodily. 
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I had no right to ask for more. 

What could thy sixteen summers grant ? 
What thy pure maidenhood before 

My hps had spoken of my want ? 
I wronged thee, when I schooled my eyes 
To take thy candour by surprise. 

I failed, for thou wert trebly armed, 

Thine innocence a coat of mail ; 
Thy peace of soul was not alarmed, 

And it was right that I should fail. 
Yet, oh, I would not injure thee. 
It was my love that conquered me ! 



I went unto her mother 
One dreary autumn day ; 

The clouds were hanging heavily, 
The sun had hid away. 
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I went unto her mother, — 
A mother's heart is wise, — 

She could have answered, ere I spoke ; 
I looked into her eyes. 

I took my heart in both my hands, — 
My heart was firm and strong, — 

And I told I loved her daughter. 
Had loved her daughter long, — 

Had always loved her daughter 
The changing scenes among. 

I told I loved her daughter, 
Although we were so young. 

I loved her only daughter 
And called on them to part ; 

It surely was a cruel blow 
To strike a mother's heart. 
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I did not ask to wed her, 

To wed her then and there ; 
I only asked the right to wait, 

I knew that she was fair, 

" I know that she is very fair, 

And others know it too ; 
I only ask the right to speak 

Before the others do. 

" I only ask the right to wait 

And work and love her still ; 
I do not wish to know her heart. 

Nor wish to know your will." 

I thought it was my duty 

To frankly tell her all ; 

I left it to the future 

To show what would befall. 
6 
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" I cannot read the future, 

Nor read my daughter's heart ; 

Maybe, that God will leave her me, 
Maybe, that we must part. 

" My daughter is a joyous child, 

And why disturb her joy ? 
My daughter is a joyous child, 

And you are but a boy." 



When I attained my first degree, 

My rushing horses slashed with foam, 
Bore all my new-born honours home, 

Then first to thee, O, first to thee. 

I saw the house draw swfftly near, 
And rushed within and scarcely heard 
Thy timid, softly spoken word. 

For very eagerness to hear. 
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I looked upon thy mother's face 
And in my heart cried : It is won. 
See here this thing that I have done ; 

Methinks that I have won the race. 

And did not see with dazzled eyes 
That I had barely passed the gate,: 
And that a ladder, long and straight, 

Leads up from earth to paradise. 



" The course of true love never did run smooth ! " 
Since first these words were spoken to the heart, 

How oft have they been used again to soothe 
And comfort those who saw their courses part. 

A wall of rock stands towering ahead ; 

Thy gentle life flows rippling to the plain, 
And mine breaks wildly on a rugged bed 

And strikes itself against the rocks in vain. 
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And to myself I reason with slow speech : 
This tale is old ; to thee it seemeth new. 

Thy course of love is as the course of each, 
And thou art tried, if that it be found true. 

And many sink beneath the rushing wave 

Of their true love, that swells against their life ; 

And many stand beside the loftely grave 

Of their dead selves, dead irj unfruitful strife. 

Thou art as other men ; thy joy and woe 
Must be a common fate, thine early youth 

Has learned to love and would not learn to know 
That love is life to those who love in truth. 

That love is life, for better or for worse, 
And lives in thee with living, loving breath ; 

The blessing comes commingled with the curse ; 
Thou art thy love and diest .in its death. 
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And thus I speak, and thus my heart rephes : 
What are to me these loves, that you call dead ? 

My true love lives. Its swelling stream shall rise 
Against the rocks and hurl them from its bed ! 



Ill and lonely, 
Shrinking from the haunts of men, 

Could I only 
See my dear love once again ! 

Sick with sorrow, 
Sick in body, hoping still : 

On the morrow 
She will come, for I am ill. 

Holy pity, 
Touch her heart; it ne'er was dumb. 

Mournful ditty, 
If she heard thee, she would come. 
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Waiting, grieving 
In my chamber, dark and still ; 

Still believing 
She will come, for I am ill. 

False temptation, 
What have I to do with you ? 

'Gainst creation 
I would hold, my love is' true. 



What hast thou suffered in such weary hour. 

When first the summons came, 
When first thy heart felt love's awakening power 

And blushed to think it shame ! 

What hast thou borne in silence of despair. 

Hid deep within thy brekst ! 
And couldst but know, that it lay living there, 

Scarce to thyself confessed ! 
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What hast thou suffered in thy lonely room, 

Unpitied and unknown, 
Yet hushed to feel the knowledge of thy doom 

Was thine and God's alone ! 

doomed to love ! too early doomed to find 

The canker nestling in 
The snowy rosebud of thy haughty mind, 
And deem its stain a sin. 

1 will not pry with foolish gaze into 

The windows of thy soul, 
From which the light of innocence shines through 
And lighteth up the whole. 

"What should I learn beyond this truth 1 knew ? 

That thou wert fair and good ; 
I knew thy love was strong as it was true, 

And pure thy maidenhood. 
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Beyond the hills my love is flown, 
Beyond the hills and far away ; 

And I, alas, am left alone 

To reap the seed which I have sown, 
And gloomy is my harvest-day. 



The mother spoke, before she went : 

" We fly, or else it were too late. 
I do not doubt your good intent, 
But love pursues its foolish bent. 
And youth was never taught to wait. 



" My duty lies toward my child. 

And I obey its stern behest. 
You own yourself your plans are wild. 
And surely they can not be styled 
Much more than ' boyish ' at the best. 
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" My daughter, when her heart is grown 

To fuller bloom of womanhood, 
Shall give that heart to him alone, 
Whose aspirations are her own, 

And I shall know her choice is good." 



And so beyond the hills they went, 

Beyond the hills and far away. 
I saw them go with dull content, 
And all my hopes and prayers I sent 
To live with them from day to day. 



Two women, strong and true of hear,t, 
And tender with woman's pity, 

They only know of my hidden smart 
'Mid all the crowd of the city. 
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My friends are young and come and go, 
They come and chatter and leave me ; 

And none of them — no, not one — can know 
These things that gladden and grieve me. 

Two women, strong and true of heart, 
To my troubled life were given ; 

They bear of my grief the larger part 
And they point my soul to heaven. 

God sent to Adam in golden days 

A spouse, whose love should endear them : 

His children were given in darker ways 
A mother and sisters to cheer 'them. 

Two women, tender, loyal, strong, 
They knew alone of my sorrow ; 

They helped me to bear my present wrong 
And spoke with hope of the rriorrow. 
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^O my darling, O my darling ! 

Come to me from far away ; 
I have waited, I have lingered, 

I have trusted day by day. 

And my heart grows sick with waiting, 

Sick with trusting, now and then • 
Still I wait and still I trust thee, 

Trust thee for thyself again. 

Trust thee and the God above us, 

That His grace will bless us still ;; 
If He watch us, if He love us. 

Good must be the end of ill. 

Yet I long once more to see thee, 

Long once more to hear thy voice. 
Long to bring my heart the message : 

She is coming. — Oh, rejoice ! 
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O my love, my sighs and kisses 
Fly across the hills to thee ; 

Where thou art, for joy or sorrow, 
All my thoughts, my prayers must be. 



ray darling, O my darling ! 
Come to me from far away ; 

1 have waited, I have lingered, 
I have trusted day by day. 



To you I trust my tale of woe. 

Ye golden plains of sunny Fraijce ! 

Oh, breathe it southward hushed and low, 
Until it meet my love perchance — 
And she will know. 
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O'er waving fields and cities gray, 
O'er gardens green and castle halls, 

O'er mighty vineyards' green array, 

O'er dust-white roads and low stone-walls 
It hastes away. 



Fair France, O rightly called most fair. 
Thou promised land of wine and oil. 

Eternal mother, blessed to bear 
The wealth of thine all-fruitful soil 
And balmy air. 



Thy envy-hissing neighbour stands 
Behind her walls of bristling stone. 

And reaps from off her barren lands 
The crops of steel, that she has s^Wn 
With mail-clad hands. 
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And when her children cry for food, 
And she has nought but iron dust, 

She sees her neighbour's stores are good, 
And down she swoops in eager lust 
To feed her brood. 

Still may thy wealth and strength increase, 
Thou lovely, stricken land of France ; 

God grant, thine inner turmoil cease. 

And shield thee from the stranger's lance,- 
God give thee peace. 

As southward hastes the love-sent dove 
Her master's longing to express, 

Speeds my song-laden heart above 
Thy changing scenes of loveliness, 
And seeks my love. 
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Mentone lies beside the sea ; 

A changeless flood of sunshine falls 
In one broad stream of brilliancy 

Upon a hundred shining walls. 

Mentone lies beside the sea ; 

The mountains circling round its bay, 
Are watches, set by God's decree 

To bid the North wind pass his way. 

Mentone lies beside the sea ; 

A brilliant, flashing in the sun, 
Where emerald upon the lea 

Blends with the sapphire into one. 

Mentone lies beside the sea, 

White jewel in its setting fair ; 
And each green herb and each green tree 

Grows greener in the gentle air. 
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Mentone lies beside the sea, 
The spotless azure smiles above ; 

Its houses nestle timidly 

In many a dark green orange-grove. 

Mentone lies beside the sea, 
Where fields of paler lemons grow. 

And olive trees spread mightily, 
And rippling rills of water flow. 

Mentone lies beside the sea. 

Where aloes curve their spears with might. 
And cactus straggle far and free 

And raise their prickles to the, light. 

Mentone lies beside the sea, 
Its spotless azure smiles above-, 

Its shores are bathed in brilliancy, 
Its bosom holds my love. 



THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 85 

Sitting in the sunshine, 
Sitting beside the sea. 

Dreaming by the water's edge, 
Near a prickly cactus-hedge. 
Where the crazy lizards run, 
Circling in the blazing sun. 
Sitting there beside the sea, 
Singing, singing silently. 

Thus she rises up before me, 

In my dreams I see her thus, 
And the question rushes o'er me : 

God, why hast thou parted us ? 

Dreamy zephyr, floating past, 

On thy breast my words I cast ; 

Bear thy burden silently, 

Breathe in whispers o'er the sea ; 
7 
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And the restless waves shall swell 
With this tale they have to tell, 
As they quote it o'er and o'er, 
Hasting to yon sunlit shore. 

By the seaside she sits thinking, 

Far away beyond my reach, 
Sees the wavelets, rising, shrinking, 

Hears them babbling on the beach. 
At her feet they lay their message, 

Dancing, skipping o'er and o'er : 
See, we bring thee happy presage 

Coming from the northern shore. 
Far away in snow and sorrow, 

One there is who thinks of thee. 
Waiting for the spring-to-morrow — 

Ah, when will the morrow be ? 

She will hear their message, 
Knowing it comes from me. 
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Sitting in the sunshine, 
Sitting beside the sea 



An answer came one happy morn j 

I had waited long and sadly ; 
And when the heart feels so forlorn, 

It would take each answer gladly. 

Was this an answer from my love. 

Which reached my house one winter day, 

The symbol of a flying dove, 

That bears a scroll, whose letters say ; 
Je Reviendrai? 

She will come back, come back to me, 
Though not to me the words were sent. 

What matter, if from her they be, 
I take them home and am content. 
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She will come back, and that is all, 

And that is all I care to know ; 
She will come back, whate'er befall, 

When spring sun shines and spring flowers blow. 

And though to me she could not say 
What this fond silence would express, 

All hail to her, that dare betray 
The yearnings of her gentleness. 

O dove, that in thy northern way 

Hast borne the longing of her soul, — 

Hast borne, though comrades bade thee stay. 
The message of that golden scroll : 
Je Reviendrai. 

An omen shall thy passage be, 

That when the birds fly back in May, 
She also will .come back to me 
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Through all the dangers of the way, 
And truth shall be the prophecy: 
Je Reviendrai ! 



I hear that they are wandering on 
To Venice, Florence, Naples, Rome; 

And now they conne and now are gone, 
And languidly I watch them roam. 

What matters it, where'er she be, 

I know that she is not with me. 



She lives a life, that lies apart 
From me and all my daily strife, 

And yet she lives within my heart 
An inner, higher, hidden life, 

The outward part all men can see ; 

The dearer self I hide in me. 
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And yet though distance strive in vain 
To rob me of thy dearer part, 

Mine eye would meet thine eye again, 
And I would see thee as thou art. 

The soul may see with spirit light, 

The body claims the body's right. 

But, dearest, if thy fate decree 

That thou must wander far and wide, 

I feel it matters not to me 

In which far town thou dost abide. 

I do not ask what towns they are, 

Enough for me if they be far. 

I hear that thou art wandering still, 
And fled from Naples back to Rome, 

And question, if thy wanderings will 
Yet turn thy footsteps to thy home, — • 

But know full well thy word is given : 

Thou wilt return — so help thee, heaven ! 
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So help thee, heaven ! I do not speak 

The words as some unmeasured oath ; 
But heaven is strong, and man is weak, 

And God have mercy on us both. 
The will was His, that bade thee roam : 
So help thee, heaven, and guide thee home ! 



I think again the words I spoke : 
" I care not wheresoe'er she be," 

And now it seems as if they broke 
From my o'ercrowded misery, 

Because my heart could not repress 

The murmur of its loneliness. 

I care not wheresoe'er she be, 

And yet methinks the words were true^ 
And still I ask continually, 
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H there be news of what they do, 
And treasure up within my mind 
Each little scrap that I can find. 



I watch her flight from town to town 
And picture every change of scene ; 

I love to see her passing down 

Familiar streets, where I have been, — 

And in my sight each sunny square 

Each s;arden-shade grows doubly fair. 



I watch her with a jealous fear 
And every danger seems to grow ; 

While pigmy trifles now appear 

Vast terrors, fraught with weighty woe. 

'Tis strange, how distance magnifies 

All danger to a lover's eyes. 
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I love to fancy every deed 

And every word and every thought, — 
To read the books that she will read, , 

To seek the pleasures she has sought, 
To join her in her daily walk. 
Her earnest work and lighter talk. 



And thus I strive to live with her 
And fancy she still lives with me ; 

And thus, methinks, the words must err ; 
I care not in what town she be ; 

Yet they are true ; such changing mood 

Is realised, not understood. 



Ye angels, sent of God above 

To stand before His children's face. 
Enfold your wings, about my love. 
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Your sister of a nobler race. 
Go with her on her lonely way. 
Her guide, her shield, her strength, her stay. 



Ah, but now I have my letter, 

My letter all for me ; 
Well scarcely perhaps a letter, 
Still, if I can get no better, 
Let it be. 



My darling's birthday had foun4 her 

Away in the foreign land, 
And none of those dear ones round her 

That ever here used to stand, 

Holding her hand in hand, 
Wishing her all the blessings 

Life can command. 
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We could not gather before her 

And lay them at her feet, 
So we poured our blessings o'er her 

Each in his own retreat, 
And we sent her kindly messages 

Her eager eyes to meet. 



I also sent my message, — • 
I surely could not do less,- 

It spoke of brighter presage 
And wished her happiness : 

And all my love and longing 
I left her heart to guess. 



And see, the answer has come. 
Come to my northern home, 
A card, dated from Rome. 
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And see the letters say merely, 
In writing regular, neat and small : 

" Dear cousin, I thank you sincerely 
For your good wishes '' — and that is all. 

The hand has changed in later days, 

And yet its style is still the same. 
And I should know its curves always 

And know the signing of the name. 
And O this message came from her ; 

Its chosen words enhance its worth. 
Its dozen words, that I prefer 

To all the books of all the earth. 
And simple though the answer be. 
It is a word from her to me. 

And why so short and cold and stiff? 

O, surely I can guess. 
If but the heart could speak — yes, if — 
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It cannot, and 'tis best to press 

Its thoughts into official dress, 
And thus to send them out to bear 
The message trusted to their care. 

I look through that official dress 

And see them in their nakedness, 

And see them in their loveliness, 
And know them fair. 

So now I have my letter, 

My letter all for me ; 
Well scarcely perhaps a letter, 
Still, if I can have no better, 
Let me be. 



The days creep on in changeless train. 
As one long line of ants, that wend 
Their way to a mysterious end 

Our human wisdom seeks in vain. 
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Each laden worker passes on, 
The unbroken line is still the same ; 
I cannot fancy whence they came, 

Nor can I tell where they are g6ne. 

Yet this I know, their course is just 
And wisely ordered, and they "bear 
Their lot serenely, and with care 

They roll their burden through the dust. 

And thus the hours creep slowly past 
And drag their heavy burdens on ; 
Each bears his own and knows that none 

Can leave his share unto the last. 

Yet sometimes, when the weight has grown 
Too heavy for the one, we see 
A number pushing heartily 

What one could never move alone. 
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Thus when upon my life there falls 
A weight beyond my hourly strength, 
My strained nerve breaks down at length, 

I shrink within my own four walls, — 

And live through many a weary hoiif 

Alone with silence and with grief, 

Until their union brings relief 
^And sorrow bends and owns their power. 

^And thus I live the winter through 
And lift my daily load of care ; 
There yet is much for man to bear, 
And there is much for man to do. 

And this I know and oft have seen, 
That out of winter spring is born, 
And trees from which the leaves were torn 

Shall bloom again in fresher green. 
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And this I trust and once shall see, 
That from the winter-time of earth 
A living spring shall burst in birfh, 

For God hath said that it shall be. 



Why do I speak of life's winter ? 

Why do I speak of the weary hours, 
When God has scattered upon my path 

A wealth of the fairest flowers ? 

O Lord, have mercy upon me, 

I cannot be worthy of this Thy grace ; 
But grant me a humble, thankful heart 

To praise Thee in every place. 

Happiest I out of many, 
Wearing Thy mercy in all my frame, 
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And I to murmur against my lot ! 
O Lord, have mercy. Remember not 
The sin of my sorrow and shame. 



She is coming, she is coming ! 

Ring it far and wide : 
She is coming, she is coming ! 

In the sunshine-tide ! 

She is coming, she is coming ! 

Softly blows the breeze. 
Wakes the plains that slumber, 

Sings to hush the seas. 

Softly blow the breezes. 
Warmth upon their wing : 

She is coming, she is coming ! 
In the train of spring ! 
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All the earth has heard it 

'Mid its winter gloom, 
Paves her way with flowerets, 

Bursting into bloom. 

Life, that lay a-dreaming, 

Breaketh forth again : 
She is coming, she is coming 

O'er the flowery plain ! 

Out into her garden 

Went I with my song, 
Sang it to the sunshine, 

Sang it loud and long. 

Sang it to the sunshine, 

Sang to every bird : 
She is coming, she is coming ! 

Have ye not yet heard ? 
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O, ye flowers she loveth, 

Take your fairest dress, 
Match your proudest beauty 

With her loveliness. 

O, ye birds she loveth, 

Join your gladsome song, 
Welcome her with music, 

Sing your sweetest song. 

All the flowers will greet her, 

Passing on her way, 
All the birds will call her, 

Begging her to stay. 

Fair is all she seeth, 

Northward still she flees ; 
Home has birds and flowers 

Fairer far than these. 
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Smile, O sky, upon her, 
Golden sun, pour down. 

Cast thy robe of beauty 
O'er the rousing town. 

Blend, ye flowers, to greet her. 
Rise, ye birds, and sing : 

She is coming, she is coming, 
In the train of spring. 



near and yet so far away, 
I greet thy light, O star, 

1 know thee near, yet day by day 

I feel that thou art far. 

Thou standest in immensity ; 
Thy rays of silver are 
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The only link twixt thee and me ; 
I greet thy light, star. 

'Tis thus thou shinest, O my love, 

As yonder heaven-born star, 
In loveliness and light above. 

So near — and yet so far. 

O near and yet so far away. 

Between us lies a bar, 
Where once an open entrance lay, 

And thus I know thee far. 

So far away — and yet so near. 

False unity of place, 
That leaves me thus and brings thee here. 

So far — yet face to face. 

So far away — and yet so near, 
I do not speak reproof, 
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For still I hold thee doubly dear, 
And yet I stand aloof. 

Thou shinest on my dark to-day, 

A solitary star, 
I know thee near — yet far away, 

So far— O God !— so far. 



The whirling cycle of the year 

Had brought my darling's natal day, 

And all my thoughts were all of her ; 
I could not, would not, stay away. 

My heart cried out, that I must go. 

My reason hovered to and fro. 

My heart cried out, that I must go 

And breathe my blessings on her head ; 
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And yet methought that she would know, 

E'en though I left my words unsaid, 
That on this day of all the year 
My thoughts and prayers were all of her. 



My thoughts and prayers were but' of her. 
As they would be in life or death ; 

And yet I felt the voices stir 

Within my soul and cry for breath,— 

And reason bade them hold their peace, 

And love half promised their release. 



And still the words I longed to say 
Fought with my sense in fiercest strife. 

I longed to speak : God bless this day ; 
God bless this year and all thy life ; 

And oh, where love and reason fight, 

'Tis love has strength and reason right. 
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I chose a gift of simple grace, 
I brought' it home with many fears, 

And of my kisses left the trace 
And hallowed it with many tears, — 

Half hoping, if she bent above 

Its secrets, it would tell my love. 



I went and brought her this my gift, 
Gave shyly, as she shyly took. 

And closely watched to know the drift 
Of feeling in her word and look, — 

And scarcely marked the glad surprise 

That died in birth within her eyes. 



And would not own with stubborn will. 
It was her pride of girlhood bade 

Her wildly beating heart be still. 
Lest all its story be betrayed, — 



THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 109 

That story, which a woman's heart 
May echo back but not impart. 

I strove my wishes to express, 

And barely knew the words I spoke. 
And yet athwart their cloudiness 

The beams of my affection broke. 
The words were few, and yet — ah me ! 
They were enough, enough for thee. 

Enough for thee, for now I know 

Thy love was mine in those dark days. 
And feel, that God had willed it so. 

That we should go our several ways, 
Until the granted meeting be 
A meeting for eternity. 



" Go from my house," her mother spake, 
" I have no right to bid thee stay ; 



THE MORNING OF A LOVE 

Go from my house in peace, and take 
Thy burdened heart awayi" 

If these were not the words she said, 
'Twas thus their meaning seemed to be ; 

For she would have my love was dead, 
That lived and breathed in me. 

" Pass in and out. This door of mine 
Stands open still. I speak in truth. 

But do not show by word or deed 
This weakness of thy youth." 

And I should see her day by day 
And yet my deeds be ever dumb, 

Where ev'ry movement might betray ; 
Then must I cease to come. 

Nay, I can bid my lips be still 

As they have been in all my need ; 
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I cannot school unto my will 
My ev'ry look and deed. 

I would not wrong her by a thought, 
Who only sought her daughter's weal ; 

And now my froward heart is taught 
To reason, not to feel. 

And now I know her words were wise, 
For love scarce hides behind the veil ; 

A sigh, a movement of the eyes 
May tell the oft-told tale. 

Yet if my duty shrouds my eyes, 
And bids my ev'ry deed be dumb. 

And leaves her nought to read but lies, 
Then must I cease to come. 

Then would she learn to doubt my love, 
And I should fail in cruel sham ; 
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I cannot place myself above 
Myself, such as I am. 

" Go from my house," her mother spake, 
Or thus to me she seemed to say ; 

" Go from my house in pe'ace, and take 
Thy burdened heart away." 



Well, I had nothing to offer. 
Nothing worth taking at least, 

Though Cupid, the troublesome scoffer, 
Calls nothing as good as a feast. 

Well, and I came to her mother ; 

Foolishly, vainly I thought, 
That I was as good as another. 

Whatever the treasures he brought. 
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Calmly I came with my offer, ' 

Just as if nought were amiss : 
It is not much that I proffer, 

Yet give me your treasure for this ! 



I did not ask her daughter's hand ; 
I only asked the right to wait 
And leave to later time my fate ; 

And this her child will understand. 

To wait and work, till in the sight 
Of all the world my love could claim 
Her for the sharer of my name. 

And know that what it did was right. 

I knew, that in the foreign land. 

Where they had borne her mourning heart, 
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Wealth, rank and fashion, science, art, 
Had fought together for her hand. 

I knew, that coronets were thrown 
Before her feet, yet thrown in vain ; 
She pushed them back in calm disdain, 

That loved me for myself alone. 

I knew so much, and though I knew, 
I only claimed the right to wait, 
And told my heart : her soul is great. 

And if she loves, she will be true. 



I want her, oh, I want her, 
That is all I have to tell ; 

I want her, oh, I want her — 
I have loved her long and well. 
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I want her, oh, I want her, 

In my pleasure and my woe ; 
I want her, oh, I want her, 

And I cannot let her go. 

I cannot pause to fashion 

The cry that fills my soul ; 
I want her, oh, I want her — 

It is thus I tell the whole. 

I care not how I cry it, 

If I shape it ill or well ; 
I want her, oh, I want her, 

That is all I have to tell. 



I went and reasoned with my heart — 
My heart, that was so wild and young — 
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And from its frowardness I wrung 
Confession, as we stood apart. 

We stood apart beyond the throng ; 

My heart was wild, my heart was young, 
And deemed itself unjustly stung ; 

And thus I spake : Thou doest wrong. 

Thou knowest that thy cause is weak, 
Thou knowest she is young as thou. 
And that thy time is not yet now, 

And that young love is prone to speak. 

Thou knowest these things very well, 
Yet wilt not justify the dread. 
That some light touch oi- look had said 

What lips had promised not to tell. 

And thus I reason with my heart, 
And as I reason, it grow.s still, 
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Yet well I know that soon it will 
Break out again and shame my art. 

Break out again in angry pride, 

For in this knowledge lies the sting, 

That it was set upon a thing, 
And that one thing should be denied. 



The hours dance on in changeless row. 

And round and round and round they go 

I fain would catch them, as they run 

In rapid circle round the sun. 

Yet joy to know, when one is past. 

Though each is brother to the last, 

And each is like, yet not the same, 

And different in age and name. 

I watch their dance, yet scarcely know 

If I am glad to see. them go.. 
9 



ii8 THE MORNING OF A LOVE. 

Or glad to make the endless sum 

Of all the new ones as they come, 

Or glad their course should ne'er be done, 

As round and round and round they run. 



Pass on, ye children of the year, 
Ye do not bring me near to her. 
Then swiftly, slowly, what care I ? 
New hours are born, as old ones die. 
I would fulfil my daily task, 
As still it comes, nor pause to ask. 
How long, how short the time will be, 
That links my weariness and me. 
The end will come, for come it must : 
Darkness to darkness, dust to dust. 

Yet if I look in other wise, 
The vision changes to my eyes. 
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I see no more a foolish dance 
^^^lirled round and round and led by chance. 
Not thus would truthful reading bring 
The story of my suffering. 

The serried armies of the year 
March firmly on with little stir, — 
March ever on, and noiselessly 
They do their work of victory. 
They war the war of patient strength. 
And theirs shall be the day at length •; 
They war against a mighty fate j 
Theirs is the triumph, soon or late ! 

Almighty Fate, the battle lies 

Between thyself and Time ; 
Thy strength the stouter heart defies 

In confidence sublime. 
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And knows that if it dare but wait, 
In hope and patience strong, 

Then thou art powerless, O Fate, 
'Mid all thy might of wrong. 

Resistless hosts, methinks ye throw 
Your serried ranks upon the foe, 
And ever new detachments come 
To swell the still increasing sum ; 
And ever later thousands pour, 
Where other thousands went before. 
Against the foe these milUons tend, 
Then calmly I await the end, 
And surely trust, that end w:ill be 
The victory, O Time, to thee ! 



"Speak, when thou wilt, thy time is come !" 
The words re-echo in my ear, 
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And yet I do not seem to hear, 
I cannot take their meaning home. 

" Speak, when thou wilt. I once have said, 
I would not cross my daughter's will ; 
She shall be free, I say it still, 

To choose the man whom she will wed." 

Methinks I know the voice full well, 
Full well I comprehend each word ; 
And yet it seems I have not heard, 

And yet the sense I cannot tell. 

"Speak, when thou wilt, thy time is come 1" 
O, by the hope-deferring past, 
God grant me eloquence at last, 

Or be my lips for ever dumb ! 



FINALE. 



125 



F I N A L-E. 

Suddenly I came upon her, 

Sitting alone in a lonely p]ace, — 

Suddenly saw her sitting there 
In all her beauty and graqe. 

Foolishly I paused and trenabled, 
Foolishly reddening o'er and o'er ; 

Tenderly, shyly glanced she up 

And drooped her eyes on the floor. 

Tremblingly I stood before fier. 
Longing to fly, ere it grow too late,- 
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Longing to close and win her, 
And rose a man to my ^te. 

Suddenly I told, I loved her, 

Loved her in all her beauty and grace. 
Ah, that I found her sitting there, 

Alone in a lonely place. 



I know not when I first awoke 

From that deep trance, in which I fell, 
And though no single word she spoke, 
Upon my growing darkness broke 

The flash of lightning : it is well. 

Then down I sank beside her there, 

And caught her half-extended hand. 
And kissed her lips, her eyes, her hair, 
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And laughed to think she was so fair, — 
And laughed and could not understand. 

And could not understand that she, 

Whom I well knew without a peer. 
Still left me thus, content to be 
Touched, held, embraced by one like me, 

And drawing slowly, softly near. 

Ah, let me dream you o'er again. 
Half-proffered hand, bent, blushing brow ! 

What ye have made me among men, 

I could not understand it then, 
I cannot understand it now. 



We came upon her in the fading light 

Of that bright room, which we both knew so well ; 
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And we were hot to tell of our young plight, 
But when she saw us we had nought to tell. 

For when we entered tenderly entwined, 

Our eyes met hers and she rose from her place, 
As the glad truth broke in upon her mind 
' And an arch smile lit up her gentle face. 

What should we say, whose hearts, too full for speech. 

Sang silent praise in unison of song ; 
One joyous thought swelled iri the heart of each : 

That is attained, for which we waited long. 

It is attained, and in our first delight, 

Sweet sister, thou must claim a larger share, 

For thou hast wept with weepers in the night, — 
Thine to rejoice, now that the morn is there. 
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If thou canst bless us, mother mine; 

If thou canst bless us, all is well ; 
-This closer union of thy line, 
^^^lich joins anew its blood to thine, 

Is not a thing thou wilt repel. 

Then take her thou hast learnt to know. 

And as a daughter let her be ; 
And if thou come to love her so, 
May daily more affection grow 

In all her deeds and thoughts foi^ thee. 

O love her, know her worthy love. 

The best, the purest heart can bring ; 
Thus to our nest I call my dove : 
O linger here nor soar above 

Our humbler flight on lofty wing.^ 
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A child, ah ! well, thou art a child, 
A child in grace and innocence, 
A child in highest, holiest sense, 

A child in truth mayst thou be styled. 

A child, whose soul lies purely white. 
As of an infant at its birth, — 
A child, but not a child of earth, 

A child of truth and love and light. 

A child of God, that shrinks from sin. 

That shirks no right and dreads no wrong. 
And wise in faith, in weakness strong, — 

A child, and yet a heroine. 

A child of God ; then undefilgd 

May thy dear childhood grow in grace, 
And that pure light still flood thy face, 

Which stamps thee an eternal child. 
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I brought myself and brought thee everything, 

That I could call or ever hope to call 
My own. May be, it was not much to bring. 
It was my £|.ll. 



Hush, listen now, while no one stirs j 
I would not tell beneath the trees 

The secret of my heart and hers ; 

They chatter, and it oft occurs 

They tell their secret to the breeze. 

And none but thou may know as yet 
The secret, which I whisper thus. 

On one pure heart my heart was set ; 

Those hearts are one, our loves are' met, 
And God has made a heaven for us. 

Hush, listen now, bend closer, lest 
The wind should whisk the sound abroad. 
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I breathe her name. Thou hast not guessed, 
That she is mine, the fairest, best, 
The noblest and the loveliest 
Is mine, is mine, a gift of God. 

It is enough for us that this 

Is true — and we are deemed too young - 
And doubly sweet is hidden bliss, 
And twice a kiss a stolen kiss, 

And yet my gladness spurns my tongue 

My gladness rides with pricking spurs, 
I fain would shout that all should hear 

My secret — mine — nay, mine and hers ; 

Then listen now, while no one stirs, 
I'll breathe her name into thine ear. 
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I went abroad into the night, 

And loitered on the dear old lawn ; 
. And in the east the streak of light 

Proclaimed the far approach of dawn. 
Above my head the stars still shone, 

A spangled field of golden flowers. 
And in my heart the storm raged on, 

As it had raged the live-long hours : 
She loves, she said, she loves me. 
Then God have mercy upon me ! 

And still the crashing thunder rolled, 

And still the silver lightning fell. 
Thou art thyself, the thunder told. 

The lightning flashed : sheloves thee well. 
And thus I lingered, tempest-tost. 

She loves thee well. Thou knowest now. 

At what a cost, at what a cost ! 

She loves thee well, and thou art — thou ! 
10 
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She loves, she said, she loves me. 
Then God have mercy upon me! 



By yon fixed lights, that shine above, 

I scarcely know what I have done. 
I am not worthy of her love — 

And still the stars shine on aijd on. 
I said the words before I knew, 

I had not realised their weight, 
Such simple words, so very few, 

Too few to seal so high a fatd. 
She loves, she said, she loves me. 
Then God have mercy upon me ! 



And yet I could not change it now, 

I would not change it, if I could. 
A change— great Heaven, what change ? — and thou ! 

All things to thee must work for good. 
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Then cease, thou tempest of my soul, 

My path lies thus and must be trod. 
My love has slipped from my control. 

And I abandon it to God. 
She loves, she said, she loves me. 
O God, have mercy upon me ! 
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I met with Griefs twin-sister, Love, 
I asked her in a trembliog tone : 

Say, whither doth thy sister rove? 
I ne'er have met thee thus alone. 

She looked upon me, and a smile 
Played sadly all her features o'er ; 

Wait, said she, but a little while. 
For I am only gone before. 

Alone ! nay, that could never be ; 

I am no false love, but the true. 
Poor fool, now thou art met with me. 

My sister's footsteps follow too. 
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In the dark hours of the night, 

In the slow hours of the night, 
As I lay thinking in the sad hours of the night, 

I could not hear a sound 

In the darkness all around, 
As I lay thinking in the silence of the night. 

In the slow hours of the night. 

In the still hours of the night. 
As I lay thinking in the long hours of the night, 

The gloom about me stole 

As a mist all o'er my soul. 
Where I lay thinking in the sad hours of the night 

O, the darkness of my thoughts ! 
O, the sadness of my thoughts ! 
Then I sprang from my couch in the lone hours of the 
night. 
All round was cold and black, 
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But I drew the curtain back, 
And I gazed into the stillness of the night. 

All the earth lay calm and white 

In the full moon's radiant light, 
Beauty and brightness in the silence of the night ! 

And the light of God above 

And the radiance of His love 
Hold watch outside in the darkness of our night. 



Bring out your dead ! 
I hear the cry go echoing down the street 
In my wild fancy ; and the rush of feet 

Strikes hollow in their tread. 

Bring out your dead ! 
The solemn knock is struck at every house, 
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And stirs the watcher in his dreary drowse, 
The sleeper in his bed. 

On every ear 
The words strike home and rouse each dormant sense. 
What words are these ? Ye men of darkness, hence ! 

My dead ? My dead are here. 

My dead in me. 
Dead strength, dead pluck, dead will, dead dreams of 

youth, 
Dead hope, dead faith, and thou, O dying truth, 

Thou, dying charity ! 

And thou, dead heart, 
Thy life was love, and in thy love was death. 
And thou art dead. The cruel future saith, 

That thou and I must part. 



MINOR POEMS. 143 

Leave me my dead. 
If they are dead, so tranquilly they sleep, 
And I have buried them so deep, so deep, — 

Leave me my dead ! 



^ Some men are born to bear the weight 
And bend beneath the crush of fate, 
While others flit their lives away. 
As moths upon a summer day. 

O strong and vaHant if thou art, 
Of lion-strength and lion-heart, 
Smile not in scorn, though others be 
Not strong and valiant like to thee. 

There yet is room on God's great earth 
For all the creatures of His birth ; 
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And e'en the feeblest will not fall, 
Where God's sweet smile is over all. 



The wind is tempered to the lamb ; 
I dread its cruel breath arid am 
Content if, when I get my share, 
It be not more than I can bear. ' 



Content ? Was that the word I said ? 
Is there content but with the dead ? 
Is there content ? Ah, God forgive 
Those who are not content to live. 



Yet life is hard and sorrow long ; 
And some are weak and some are strong, 
And some men love to breast the tide. 
And some faint at the water-side. 
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O Thou, whose strength divinely dread 
Is in our weakness perfected, 
Guide those who walk, raise those who fall, 
^And may Thy grace suffice for all ! 



"Some days must be dark and dreary.' 

Is it thus the poet said, 
That most days are bright and cheery, 

And the sun still shines o'erhead_ 

O, if this be all his teaching, 
Methinks it is worse than none ; 

For why should he come preaching 
To others of the sun ? 

If his path lie in the sunshine 
With a passing shower of rain, 
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Then why should he sing to others, 
Their summer will come again ? 

For the days are dark and dreary, 
And some men wait in vain, 

And my heart grows very ,weary, 
As I listen to the rain. 



Thou art but a dreamer, thus they said, 

A dreamer of discontent, 
And not for the living, but for the dead 

Are thy songs of sorrow meant. 
For dost thou fancy the busy throng 
Can pause to list to an idle song ? 

O, these are no times for foolish dreams, 
No times to sorrow in vain, 
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For the world is full of struggles and schemes, 

Of work for the hand and brain. 
And we hear but the sound of thy feeble rhymes 
As the far-away ring of church-bell chimes. 



And life means work for the mighty'mass 

And play for the chosen few, 
And the work is excitement for every class, 

And the play is excitement too. 
Then hurry thee, hurry thee ever on, 
Till thy strength die out, ere the work be done. 



There is much to achieve in this woHd of ours 

For those who will live and act, 
For those who believe in a man's great powers, 

And who own the stern rule of fact. 
On, on, whatever may be the cost ! 
On, on, ere thy place in the race be lost ! 
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But men 6f the strong to-day must wage 

A war with all shadowy talk, 
For we call our age the electric age 

From the light by which we walk, 
From the strength, which vibrates through ev'ry nerve, 
From the sureness and swiftness, iwhich never swerve. 

Then up and at work, while yet you can, 

While yet it is called to-day, 
For short is the time allotted to man, 

And the moments haste away. 
And the strong ones climb, and the weak ones fall, 
And the mercy of God be over us all ! 



Woe me, for I have early learned : 
The cross we bear grows heavier in the bearing, 

And ne'er a crown was lightly earned. 
And ne'er an earthly crown seemed worth the wearing. 
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Not thus, O heart, not thus, O youth, 
^Not thus was life in that bright flush of morning, 

Until the rising gloom of truth 
Stole o'er my tinsel sun in clouds of warning. 

Woe me, ah ! woe a heart aggrieved 
In all that gave its sweetest hopes a being ; 

Woe me, where I deemed most achieved, 
That my freed thoughts reproached me for the freeing. 

O falsely named, O liberty ! 
Thou forgest chains beyond what thou hast riven ; 

In bondage thou wouldst taunt us free 
And takest more the while than thoti hast given. 

Ah, ne'er a crown was lightly earned ; 
And earthly crowns were never worth the wearing ; 

And heavier, this my heart has learned, 
The cross we bear alone grows in the bearing. 
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Sir Olaf, thou leavest thy castle and me ; 

Say whither, my bridegroom, so fast ?^ 
But Sir Olaf is borne towards the wild open sea, 

As a leaf on the breast of the blast. 

The beams of the moon shed their light o'er the spot, 
Where the mermaidens dance on the shore : 

Go, maidens, and see if Sir Olaf comes not ; 
Woe is me, if he cometh no more ! 

Sir Olaf is here, and he hastes to her side. 

And he begs her no more to demur. 
Sir Olaf, how goes it thy beautiful bride ? 

Speak of all things, but speak not of herT 

And they join in the dance, and the mermaidens sing 
As the moan of the wind o'er the sea. 

Till Sir Olaf sinks down in the magical ring. 
And he sleeps with his head qn her knee. 
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And thus he sleeps on, till the new day is born, 

And all the sea-maidens are fled ; 
And his fair bride comes down in the early grey morn, 

To the shore, where Sir Olaf lies dead. 



Lord, though I teach my hps to say : 
All thought of self I now resign. 

And still re-echo day by day : 
Thy will be done, Thy will be mine. 

Yet, oh, forgive me. Lord, if stiU, 
While this petition cleaves the air. 

And seeks submission to Thy will, 
My bosom hides another prayer. 

A lower, deeper, stronger tone 
Thrills through my being as in stealth, 
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And cries for health, for heg,lth alone : 

Lord of mercy, give me health ! 

I cannot check the broken cry, 

Which bursts upon my lowly prayer ; 

And if it reach Thy throne on high, 
O, grant it find forgiveness there ! 

Speak Thou from that dread throne above ; 

My will is great ; My will is good. 
I will be loved with trusting love, 

1 will be loved, not understood ! 

Receiving by Thy grace divine 
What good in my petition- lay. 

Forgive this broken prayer lof mine 
And teach, O teach me how to pray. 
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They tell me I shall never rue 

All that I suifer here on earth ; 
They tell me, and I know 'tis true, 

That ev'ry trial has its worth. 

I can but hear and turn away, 

With trembling lip and brimming eye ; 

I dare not curse, I dare not pray; 
I would not live, I could not die. 

I can but raise a feeble hand 

To that blue heaven, which srniles above. 
And cry ; I do not understand. 

I dare not hate. I long to love! 

I cannot understand, and still 

I fain would feel that all is good. 
Would bend before a higher will. 

Although it be not understood. 
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Would learn to trust and cease to dread, 
Would bend my knee and kiss the rod. 

All things combine for good, 'tis said. 
To those that love and honour God. 

But still the storm-wind howls above ; 

The night is dark, the way is steep ; 
I cannot touch the Shepherd's love, 

That shields and guides His shrinking sheep. 

Am I of that thrice-blessed fold 

The Shepherd deigns to call His own ; 

Am I not — agony untold — 

Out in the driving storm — alone ! 



I sent these songs, their worth to tell, 
Unto a friend, whom I loved well. 
And soon received this brief reply : 
" The songs you sent are full of ' I ' ! " 
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The songs I sent are full of " 1 " ! 

true, but pause to question why. 

My songs are I. The blended whole 
Is but the picture of my soul. 

1 am my songs, and that is why 

Those songs, dear friend, are full of "I". 



Why should I wage a war with Death ? 
I know that he is dark and grim, 
And that is all I know of him, 

But that he steals away our breath. 

Is breath our life ? — our spirit ? Is 
The prize worth having, when we fall ? 
Or is it not a prize at aE, 

Only the hulk he takes as his ? 
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What do I know ? The Scripture saith, 
That he is vanquished. Victory 
Is of a greater lord than he. 

Why should I wage a war with Death ? 



Why should I wage a war with Life ? 
Men call it cruel. If it be, 
It hath not shown its worst to me, 

Nor crushed me in unequal strife. 

Or is this cruelty the worst, 

That, while it strikes an hourly blow, 
It doth not lay the stricken low, 

Nor grant the rest for which we thirst ? 

What do I know ? The present rife 
With sorrow passeth slowly by. 
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What is the future ? What am I ? 
Why should I wage a war with Life ? 



A noble living poet saith : 

No hope that breathes with human breath 

Has ever truly longed for death. 

It is not true. O bitter lie. 

Some men there are who long to die. 

May be no noble mind will come 

To such deep depths nor thus succuftib, 

Despairing and in sorrow dumb ; 

Yet let no noble mind deny : 

Some men there are, who pray to die. 

I do not speak of those who fall, 
In one swift sorrow losing all, 
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Of those who weave their own dark pall, 
Who snatch their death, though God deny, 
Spurn their vile life and spurning die. 

I speak of those, who dare fulfil 

Their course of life and live it still, 

Bending their hopes to that great Will, 

Which reigns o'er ev'ry m'ortal cry 

And speaks : Not yet ! Thou shalt not die 1 

O truthful poet, look around. 
Where suff 'ring fellow-men abound ; 
How many will there not be found 
Who raise to heav'n the rending cry : 
O Lord of Death, I pant to die. 

Far worse still those who, crushed by fate, 
By woman's love, by brother's hate. 
Wait silently, and wait and wait, 
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And whisper in their agony : 
O Lord of Mercy, let me die. 



There's a cloud between the sun and me ; 

Is the sun less bright on that account ? 

It is only I that cannot mount 
Beyond the cloud's obscurity. 

But the clouds sink low, and the sun shines high, 
And the clouds drift o'er, and the sun shines on 
the day draws nigh when the clouds are gone. 

The sun alone shall fill the sky. 



I had been absent for a week or more 

And now, returned, unlocked my study-door. 
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My rose-plant stood in its accustomed place, 
Still bright and green and full of simple grace. 

I sought the bud I left all young and green, 
Scarce sprung to life, yet striving to be seen. 

I found— a flower, that hung its withered head 
And sought to hide its remnant of the dead. 

Fair flower, destined as a joy to me, 

Hast thou bloomed thus, whilst there was none to see ? 

O fair things, scattered over all the earth, 
Ye live and die in oft unnoticed worth. 

Beautiful things, that no man's eye can see, 
What is your end, and wherefore must you be ? 

Unseen, unknown by all the world beside, 
Ye live and die,' as my rose lived and died. 
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Ye are, because ye must be. 'Tis: not far 
Our wisdom sees. Ye must be, jind ye are. 

Beautiful things no mortal eye can see, 
God sees you all, yet wherefore must ye be ? 



What is this terror that ye have to tell ? 
What is it ? Speak and let me know the truth ; 
Do I not read a meaning in your looks, 
In these averted looks, that meet not mine. 
That cast such furtive glances at my face 
And yet avoid me ? 

Are we not men ? Can you have ought to speak 
I cannot hear ? I am a man as you. 
If human woe have struck a human heart, 
That heart must bear it, and all flight were vain. 
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But not this silence, not this pity, not 

This hanging back ! My heart is strong, and I 

Can trust its strength, nor have I ought to fear. 

But let me test the measure of my Tvoe ; 
Speak, if there be a man among you, speak. 
What do ye know, that I would long to know, 
That yet would make me wretched in the telling ? 

Dead, did you say she was dead ? 
She was my all, my life in me, my life. 
O God, what hast thou done to me, my life ; 
So bright, so lovely and so young, — so young. 
Why, how can this thing be ? 'Tis scarce an hour 
Since she ran from me with a parting kiss 
And crying : I will hasten back again. 
And I shall never see her more, if this, — 
This awful thing be true, that she is dead. 
Nay, do not tell me now, how it befell. 
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Dead ! and the sun still shines, the:birds still sing ; 
And she so bright, so lovely and so young, 
Is dead in all her loveliness and youth. 

Leave me alone with my new sorrow. Go ! 
I thank you for your sympathy and' care, 
But I must learn this lesson of my woe, 
And none but God can help me in 'the learning. 

And this is what they had to tell me.: Death. 
When first I saw them coming to me thus, 
And gathering silently in solemn crowd, 
And holding back, as if they dared not look 
Upon my face nor touch me with the hand ; 
I thought it was some wrong that I had done, 
And that they came in silence of reproach 
To lay it at my feet and leave it there. 
And I had trembled in my inmost soul, 
As knowing well, how often I have failed. 
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And all my weakness and my wickedness 
Rose up before me, and my heart grew sick. 
Blessed be God, this fight that I must fight 
Lies not betwixt me and my fellow-men, 
But lies betwixt me and my God alone. 

And thou art dead, 
And they have brought thee back to me again, 
And left thee here, and left us two alone ; 
Left us alone, the living and the dead. 

And thou art dead. 
What is this thing that they have told of thee ? 
And I repeat it, as an echo strikes 
Words back again and asks net what they mean. 

What is this death that came upon thee thus ? 
What art thou now, that thou wert not before? 
What has befallen thee ? What change is this .-' 
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What is this thing, that men should look askance, 
And treading silently, should bear thee here, 
And lift their caps and bend their heads and speak 
In whispers to each other, and should press 
My hand, and eye me tenderly and weep ? 

Be still, my soul. 
And let us hold communion of our thoughts 
And reason with each other and with death. 

My love, my love, that I have loved so well, 
They call thee dead, and I, who knew thine all, 
Know not this new thing, that is come on thee. 
What art thou now, that thou wert not before ? 
What art thou now, that I have not yet known ; 
That I must know in seeking to know thee ? 

What is this death ? Hast thou no longer life ? 

I know the stones are lifeless and the sand ; 
12 
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Art thou oecome as they ? An hour ago 

I watched thee passing lightly down the road 

And saw thee turn to look again and smile, 

And smiled again and waved my hand and thought, 

How young thou wert and full of life and strong. 

And art thou now as these dull stones that lie 

Piled on each other in their even rows, 

Surrounding us on ev'ry side, because 

It is our will, that they should shield us thus. 

The stones are lifeless, for they have no life ; 
They know not life, and from the birth of time 
Unto the end they lie, as they have lain. 
And know not growth, as they know not decay. 
Thou art not as the stones and canst not be ; 
Thou hast had life, and whatsoe'er be now, 
This thing was in thee, was of thee, was thou, 
And he, who had and lost, is not as he 
Who never had. And though thou hast lost life, 
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There yet remains the emptiness of loss, 
If thou have lost it. 

If thou have lost it — 
" She hears me not ; she speaks not ; *all is stilL 
O thou my love, my love, my heart, my self; 

that such loss could be ! The human heart 
May claim its due, and grief has satied rights. 

1 would not check the passion of my love. 
Yet, while I mourn, ray better reason chides 
My foolish grief and bids me read the truth. 

Thou wert my sun, when other suns grew dim ; 
Thou we^t my shade amid the glare of day ; 
Thou wert my rose in winter and my song, 
My sweet-tuned nightingale, my living harp ; 
Thou wert my heart, my mind, my life, my world ; 
O sweetest, loveliest, and thou art dead. 

What cries are these ? 
If I should wake the echoes with my voice 
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And shout my sorrow out above the storm, 

And shout it out beyond the roaring sea, 

And shout it out, that all the world should pause, 

And listen trembling, what were it to me ? 

She would not hear me. If I bent me down 

And knelt beside her here and, breathing low 

And tenderly the accents that she loved, 

Should whisper all my sorrow to her ear, 

She would not hear me. If my eyes o'erflowed 

With all the burning ocean of my love. 

And I could fix their swelling lights on hers 

And pour it into those fixed depths of dark, 

She would not see me. If I press my lips 

On these cold lips, that lie awaiting them, 

And rain my kisses in a storm^ of fire 

Upon this stillness, what shall it avail ? 

She will not answer me, nor give again 

Sweet kiss for kiss, nor smile npon me now 

And I am left alone with my great love. 
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This then is death. 
She cannot speak to me, as she did speak ; 
She cannot see me, as she once did see, 
And cannot ope her arms to my enrbrace. 
And cannot hold me to her heaving breast, 
As she did oft in days that now are o'er ; 
And this is death 

Thus far the change. 
^ Thus far I know thee other than thou wert 
Yet still the question rises in my heart : 
If this be all that thou hast lost in death 
This hast thou lost, but hast thou thus lost all 1 
Stones do not speak, nor do the sand-hills hear. 
Yet who would say a stone were dea,d, or deem 
This dust were dead, or tell us that they died. 

And thus it is the human heart must mourn. 
When those it loves are swept from out its sight 
Tor I remain; my body chains me still, 
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And I would hear with human ears and see 
With human eyes. And thou art risen above 
My grosser senses, and thy spirit lives 
And acts with powers I cannot comprehend. 

Yet know I not 
What strange communion still remains to us, 
Such near communion, as we had on earth, 
Of absent spirits, blended into one. 
And if thou speak, methinks that I shall hear, 
And if thou come, methinks that I shall know, 
And I shall grow in increase of my love. 
And thou wilt love me, if thou be thyself ! 

And when the time shall com^ that I shall leave 
This earthliness beneath me and shall rise 
Through this same death to thy exalted state. 
Then shall our spirits meet and be as one, 
And all the weakness of our earthly love 
Shall be a dream of sorrow that is past. 
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They call thee dead. 
And to the world of strangers all around 
Thou art as one whose life no longer is ; 
The link is snapped between their lives and thine. 
I call thee dead, for thou art passed beyond 
This world of earth, this body and its sense ; 
And that new life to which thy soul is risen 
Is not of sense and cannot be perceived 
But by the soul and by its sense of love. 
And in my soul I know, thou art alive, 
And by my love I know thee in thy life. 
And feel thee living, loving in me still, 
And weep to know thee dead \ 



I went into my chamber 

In the still hours of the night, 



173 MINOR POEMS. 

I closed the heavy shutters, 
And I drew the curtains tight. 

I lay for hours in silence 
With my head upon the sill ; 

And the gloom grew ever sadder, 
And the darkness darker still. 

And I heard their voices calling : 
The weary night is done ; 

The sun is risen o'er us. 
All welcome to the sun ! 

But in my darkened chamber 
I could not see the light ; 

And thus I gave them answer : 
It is not day but night. 
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Drifting adown the stream, 

Dreamily, dreamily drifting; 

Wavelets tenderly lifting 
This my boat, as they seem 

Ever changing and shifting, 
Bearing it down the stream. 

How ends my dream ? 

Drifting slowly along, 

Watching the waters gleaming, 

Bathed in the sunlight beaming. 
Radiantly bright and strong. 

Lightly, lazily dreaming, 
Far from the noisy throng. 

How ends my song ? 

Drifting adown the stream, 
Lazily, dreamily singing 
Songs of the moment, bringing 
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Tribute to each bright beam, 

Born of the sunlight, flinging 
Silver upon the stream. 

How erids my dream ? 

Drifting slowly along. 
Still to my foolishness clinging, 
Still in my heart re-ringing 

Chimes of my old, old song. 
When shall I cease my singing ? 

Sunshine was not for long. 

How ends my song ? 



O God, Lord of Power ! 
When this frame of hifman failing 
Proves all science unavailing, 

Be Thou with ine in that hour. 
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O Christ, Lord of Love ! 
When this heart of human sorrow 
Siclcens for the far to-morrow, 

Speak Thy promise from above 

O Spirit, Lord of Grace ! 
When this soul of human sinning 
Deems Thy heaven beyond its winning. 

Be my strength and hiding-place ! 



I lie beside the water dreaming, dreaming 
That my young will shall woo to his embrace 
The virgin-future, and call forth a race 

Of children from her fruitful bosom, teeming 
With greatness of another time and place, 

With greatness that shall call on men to falter 
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In their grooved road of sin and of disgrace, 

And drag them down to dust tipon their face 
Before that truth, which nevermore shall alter 

Amid the change-revolving worlds of space. 
Nor stoop the children of my will to palter 

'Twixt right and wrong, credulity and creed, 

Till virtue lies in ev'ry passing need. 
And faith has learned to run in ev'ry halter, 

Hardened with stripes until she ceased to bleed, 

Or hushed with song until she ceased to heed, 
So that her chain of slavery but seeming 

A chain of pomp, she sighed not to be freed. 
I lie beside the water dreaming, dreaming 

In foolish pride of many a noble deed, 
And think the world awaiteth my redeeming, 

As lies the fallow waiting for the seed, 

Until the future travail with the breed 
Of little greatnesses, that waken screaming 

That they are come to save the world with speed ; 
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Salt of the earth — nor could the sea be Salter — 
Leaven of the loaf — now is the time to knead. 

Now comes the hour to save both throne and altar, 

When my young will shall rise pubescent, deeming 
The future as the plaything of His grace, 
Whereon to print an everlasting trace. — 

O foohsh youth, beside the water drfeaming. 



I oped the door to Passion, 

That stood outside and knocked. 

Or rather, she opened the door herself, 
But I had left it unlocked. 

She came into my presence, 

She sank down at my side ; 
I am come to sojourn with you, she said, 

With you and Love, your bride. 
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Then up rose Love in her place 

With a proud tranquillity : 
We can not dwell together, she said — 

Now choose between her and me. 

We can not dwell together^ 

Now choose, and choose for life, 
Now take to thy breast the harlot, she said. 
Or the wife. 



My Muse is born of melancholy ; 

I cannot sing when I ani gay ; 
What though ye mock and deem it folly, 

I sometimes sing my grief away. 

As, while the midday-sun rejoices, 
The harp-strings sleep, in silence hid, 
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But wake, when storm-winds rouse the voices, 
In darkness only perfected. 

So waits my heart, in silence lying, 

Till sorrow strikes the quivering* strings ; 

And friends who hearken, whisper sighing : 
His heart is sad, for list, it sings. 



When the sun shines hot at midday 

In the angry glare of life, 
Then my brow is black with hatred, 

And my hands are strong in strife. 
Then my words are often cruel. 

And my deeds seem hard and bad , 
O the lips are very bitter, 

When the heart is very sad. 



i8o MINOR POEMS. 

Then I think of thee in anger 

And I bid the head dictate 
To the heart the oft-turned lesson : 

Thou, O heart, must learn to hate. 
Then my hand is strong against thee, 

And my words are hard and stern ; 
For the task is far from easy, 

That I set my heart to learn. 



Harvest home ! Harvest home ! 
Hear how they cry it out. 
With many a gladsome shout : 

Harvest home ! Harvest home ! 
Hear the church bells ringing, 
Hear the children singing : 
Harvest home ! 
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Ah, we have waited long 
For this short hour of song : 
Harvest home ! Harvest home ! 

Waiting, working, praying, 

All our joy delaying, 
Till this fulness of our harvest home. 

Harvest home ! Harvest home ! 

I too have sown my seed, 

Sown it in word and deed. 
Harvest home ! Harvest home ! 

Sown it with hope and weeping ; 

Hail to the hour of reaping ; 
O the fulness of my harvest home. 

Far from the joyous crowd 

Still rings their triumph loud : 

Harvest home ! Harvest home ! 

Lord, into thy keeping, 
•3 
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Take my seed still sleeping. 
O the hour of reaping ! 

O the terror of my harvest home ! 



O the long, long Past ! 
Yet thy children, crowding round thee, 
Would have joyed, if they bad found thee 

Each year younger than the last. 

O the weary Now ! 
Ah, but love makes darkness brighter, 
And 'tis love makes burdens lighter. 

And thy children's love art thou. 

O the rest — not here ! 
Glorious Future, — yes, we own it. 
But thy children would postpone it 

Many a long love-lengthened year. 
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I cast my songs upon the world, 
I know not what the world will say ; 

Enough for me that I have hurled. 
This burden from my heart away. 

What though the judges criticise, 

Pronouncing sentence cold and terse, 

And mark with widely opened eyes 
The frequent errors of my verse. 

AVhat if they deem me young and bold, 

I had a bitter tale to tell ; 
Enough for me that it is told. 

Enough I strove to tell it well. 

^Vhat matter if the rhyme be wrong, 

What matter if the form be free. 
Enough, the burden of my song 

Is human in its misery. 
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I heard the rushing of the wave ; 

I saw the waters rising high. 
And cried if there was rione to save, 

And cried, nor paused to word my cry. 

Across the darkness of my night 

The cry broke fervent, full and clear, 

And o'er the silent plains took flight, 
If haply there was one to hear. 

Let other lives shine bright and fair, 
Let other hearts be strong and brave. 

I drown. My accents of despair 
Ring out across the rising wave. 

I cannot stay to note their worth, 
I cannot stay to questien why. 

Ring out upon the sleeping earth, 
Ring out, ring out, thou bitter cry ! 
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It is too much, it is too much ! 

I cannot bear this weight of hfe ! 
Great heaven, are there many such.? 

Are all men's hearts with sorrow rife ? 
Or what am I that I should fall 

Beneath this cross I cannot bear ? 
My sins are great. Have we not all 

Of sin and suffering a share ? 

I cannot check the eager cry, 

Born of my passionate despair, 
That shrinks from life and longs to die, 

And almost blends into a prayer. 
O, though perhaps it be a sin, 

'Tis wrung from this enfeebled heart. 
Cease cares without and doubts within, 

The soul and body long to part. 

What say ye, that my years are young. 
Mine eye undimmed, my back unbowed, 
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That o'er my manly limbs is flung 
A bridal garment, not a shroud. 

I count not by revolving years, 

Whose gentle waters smoothly flow. 

Great heaven ! I could not trace my tears. 
Nor count my lagging hours of woe. 

And I am old before my prime, 

And I am tired, and fain would rest. 
So weary of the weight of time, 

Sick of each pang that rends the breast, — 
Sick of this life with all its grief, 

Sick of the noise and glare of light, 
Longing for silence, for relief. 

For darkness, slumber, nothing, night. 

O for a night of changeless rest. 
Where dark and cool the shadows fall ; 

O surely that alone were blest 
To think nor feel nor hope at all. 
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I ask not heaven with all its bliss 

If such dread choice were given to me, 

Sleep without waking, give me this, 
I only covet not to be. 

Thus speaks my heart in discontent, 

And cannot know of what it siflgs, 
For on its transient grief intent, 

It judges of eternal things. 
It seeks to drag the limitless 

Within the limit of its thought. 
Too proud, too foolish to confess 

Itself by mysteries distraught. 

O Thou, to whom a thousand years 

Are but a span of endless time,* 
Who knowest our short life of tears 

In origin and end sublime. 
Deride not this my stubborn will 

That seeks and prays to understand, 
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Bid Thou mine ignorance be still 
And take my wisdom by the hand. 



Gravely they spoke, yet lightly : we assure you 
The illness will not spread, its present pain is small ; 

You will not die, and yet we cannot cure you, 
Both hands are lame and that is all. 

And that is all — no other word was spoken. 

Then I went forth and they let me depart. 
They could not tell a human heart was broken ; 

The body was their trade and not the heart. 



O the mem'ries, soft and tender, 
Of the days that once have been, 
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When joy and love went hand in hand 
Ere sorrow came between. 

O the loved ones that have left me, 

Or whom God has called away, 
They have passed from my existence 

As dreams before the day. 

O the warmth of fancied sunshine, 

O the lights that came and went, 
O the then of loving kindness, 

And the now of discontent. 



The pages of thy book are \yhite. 
The ink is black with which I write. 
Ah, do I read the omen right ? 
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Thy life, O love, is fair and white. 
What if the shadow of my night — ? 
Ah, do I read the omen right ? 



Hast thou no hope ? Hast thou no trust ? 

Hast thou no spark of faith ? they said ; 
Canst thou not bear because thou must ? 

I listened and I shook my head. 

All things come round to those who wait, 
And those who weep are comforted ; 

To bear is to surmount our fate. 
I listened and I shook my head. 

Live in the present, live and act, 

Those things are least, which most we dread ; 
And fear is ever worse than fact. 

I listened and I shook my head. 
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And life is grand, and man is- strong, 

And weak repose is for the dead, 
And grief is short, and hope iS long ! 

I listened and I shook my head. 



Teach me to say, Lord, 
Whichever way. Lord, 

If it be Thine. 
Asking no more, Lord, 
But : go before. Lord, 
Go Thou before. Lord, 

Leader Divine ! 

Yet if I shrink, Lord, 

And if I sink. Lord, 

O, though I fall, 
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Still be my stay, Lord,, 
Wliichever way. Lord, 
Lead me Thy way. Lord, 
Thy way in all. 



The sun was shining in my eyes, 
As I passed on my way, 
Ah me, the sun shone grandly, it was a summer day. 

It was a summer day, forsooth, 
The sky smiled blue around, 
The earth was bright with colour, the air was sweet with sound. 

I passed in gladness on my way. 
The sun shone in my eyes. 
Now onward, still onward, while in light the pathway lies. 
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But as I ran and sang and danced — 
I sang and danced right well — 
I stumbled on the pathway, and fell — and fell — and fell. 

I fell, and still methinks I fall, 
Down, down the deep ravine ; 
It lay across my pathwa)', if I had only seen. 

Thus ends my summer journeying, 
Where the dark danger lies. 
I could not see its terrors ; the sun shone in my eyes. 



My thoughts had flitted away from me, 

Far, far away from me. 

Into a country bright and fair, 

Where flowers bloomed in the balmy air, 
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And birds sang sweetly 'mid waving trees 
And the flow of waters, the hum of bees,, 
Fell softly on my ear. 

My thoughts had flitted away from me, 

Far, far away from me. 

And I cried : O wherefore should ye range 

Into a country new and strange-s- 

Into a country bright and fair ? 

For you, O my thoughts, cannot linger there ; 

Return, return to me. 

O thoughts that flitted away from me, 

Far, far away from me, 

Return to the truth of hfe, 

Return to the daily strife. 

For it is not good to bask in the' beams 

Of the false bright sun of the land of dreams, 

And the day of life is dark. 
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He was so young and strong and brave, 

And she so frail and fair, 
He as the blast, that breasts the wave. 

And she a breath of air. 

Ere in their peaceful bridal homfe 

One summer they had spent, 
He heard his country's summons : Come ! 

And took his sword and went. 

He went. 'Tis woman's lot to stay, — 

To stay and hope and wait. 
He went ; she saw him ride away. 

And watched him from the gate. 

She waited on, and hoped and prg,yed, 

And daily sought his name ; 
And still the tidings were delayed. 

And still no message came. 
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One morning, as once more she scanned 

The long, the weary list, 
She saw his name, she saw it stand — 

Great heaven — among the missed. 

O the suspense, the cruel pain, 
The constant sickening dread. 

Until she read his name again : 
Found wounded, but not dead. 



In her lonely home abiding. 
Waiting, praying, hoping still, 

She received the daily tiding?:- 
Still alive, though sorely ill. 

And she hoped and prayed and waited. 
Frail and fair, but trusting still, 
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While each daily message stated : 
Still alive, though sorely ill. 

Till one evening came the letter 
We had watched for all the day. 
" Dearest, tell us, is he better ? " 

" He is well," she said, and turned away. 

Not another word was spoken. 
But we knew her heart was broken. 



I sat in the chill and darkened room 

And watched the shadows that danced in the gloom, 

And I heard the sound of many feet, 

That came and went in the crowded street. 

And I thought to myself: for lips to ispeak, 

What all these hurrying footsteps seek ! 
14 
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And while each hastens to some abode, 
For steps to follow upon their road ! 

And in the silence and gloom sat I 
And thought of the crowds that were passing by ; 
O, a step that is light ! O, a voice that is glad ! 
And O for the thousands whose hearts are sad. 

And O for the brows that are writ with care ! 
And O for the loads that the silent bear ! 
Bear wearily home 'mid the city's hum, 
While loved ones listen to hear them come. 

And as I sat m the silence here 
An(i thought of the sorrow passing nearj 
I could list no more to the ceaseless beat 
Of those hundreds of hurrying weary feet. 

And I stopped my ears, that I should not hear. 
And I cried aloud with many a tear : 
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O Thou, that rulest in love on high, 
Pass on with the sad ones passing by ! 



Lord, Thy hand 
Hath stricken me 
And laid me low. 

1 cannot understand, 
Nor do I wish to know, 
But trust in Thee. 

Teach me to say : 

Thou, Lord, not I. 

Thou givest pain, 

And Thou canst take away : 

Thou lettest it remain ; 

Thou knowest why ! 
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O, the children of my heart, 

Their names were Love and Sorrow ; 
I could not bear to see them weep, 
And so I hushed them into sleep. 

O the waking on the morrow ! 



I cannot see the light, 

And the cold mist closing round me 
Hides from my straining sight 

The dangers that yet confound me. 

I know that they are near, 
And the terrors which environ 

This, my heart, with sickening fear, 
Hold that heart in chains of iron. 
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I know thy strength of old, 

Power of evil, thou hast bound me ! 
The mists rise thick and cold, 

And the dark night falls around me. 

My way is scarce begun, 

And the long road lies before me ; 
I cannot see the sun, 

And the cold fog closes o'er me. 

In the darkest depth of night, 
In the hour of sin and sorrow, 

O Lord of life and light, 

Grant Thou sunlight on the mofrow ! 
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I know thee living, for I know thee dead ! 

And death is life, and thou art passed away 
Beyond our earthly dying, and art fled 

To that far world, where death is life for a}^. 

I cannot follow, for my footsteps lag, 
And deeper, deeper, sinks my heavy heart ; 

A power holds me, and my forces flag, 

While soul and shrouding-strive in vain to part, 

I linger thus and thou art gone before, 
And thou art gone, and I alone survive, — 

Survive, until this faiUng hfe be o'er. 

And that death come, of which thou art alive. 

happy morn ! O higher, holier birth ! 

Art thou attained to glad awakening ? 
Or dost thou sleep, as sleepk the life of earth, 

To burst in blossom of eternal spring ? 
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Christ is the hfe, and thou art dead in Him, 
Alive in Him, of whom no death can be ; 

My view is shortened and my eyes are dim ; 
Christ is the Ufe— it is enough for me. 



Thou speakest and thy words are 'death ; 
Thou bendest o'er me closer still. 
Yet closer, and thy voice speaks ill, 

And yet I list to what it saith. 

And stiU it croaks of mournful night. 
Of black-cloaked grief, of dull despair ; 
And is it not for me to share. 

That God sends out His floods of light ? 

And now and then there comes to me 
From far away the cry : Rejoiqe ! 
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But at mine ear thy hissing voice 
Speaks softly of my misery. 

Why hold thy hand before mine eyes, 
O thou black tempter at my side ? 
The soul, that ever must abide 

In darkness, pales and droops and dies. 



They say that love is longer than life, 

And I believe it true. 
If memory live beyond the grave, 

Then love must linger too. 

If memory live beyond the grave, 

Then I must think of thee ; 

And thoughts of thee must be loving thoughts, 
And love is memory ! 
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Yea, love must last while memory lives, 

And the years of our life are few. 

They say that love is longer than life, 
And I believe it true ! 



Come to my heart, my darling, I fain would hold thee so. 
Close to my heart, my darling, when the cold north-winds 
blow. 

Here rest in peace, my darling, safe from each passing woe. 
No sorrow find thee here, love, when the cold north-winds 
blow. 

Whate'er the future brings, love, no mortal heart can know. 
But may it find thee here, love, whene'er the north-winds 
blow. 
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In ev'ry land and season, from every fear and foe, 
This bosom still shall shield thee, whene'er the north-winds 
blow. 

Courage, my gentle darling, though dark the waters flow, 
Rest at my heart, my darhng, whene'er the north-winds blow. 



Thine is the lordship of my heart, 
And thou art mistress by that right 
Of love, which is resistless might, 

Of all its treasures can irapa,rt. 

I come before thee, and I wait 
Upon thy presence, and the key 
Of this thy hall I bring to thee, 

And title-deeds of thine estate. 
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Possess thee of this wide domain, 

And cast each lesser lordling out, 

If there be such as dare to doubt 
The royal order of thy reign. 

And all the children of the soil 

Shall bend their knee to thee alone, 
And from the wisdom of thy ttrone 

Shall take the guidance of their toil. 

And in thy band their fortune rests, 

For weal or woe, for good or ill, 

While they do homage to thy -will 
And seek their laws in its behests. 

The realm is thine. So let it be. 

And all the future of the land 

Lies in the hollow of thy hand, 
And waits its happiness from thee. 
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Thine is the sowing of the seed, 
And thine the harvest of such grain 
As thou shalt sow on thy domain, 

And thine the flower, and thine the weed. 

Be this thine absolute decree, 
That ev'ry other lord depart ; 
Thine is the lordship of my heart. 

And all its future rests with thee. 



We love each other and we know it, 
That is enough for you and me. 

We love, and yet I fear to show it, 
I dread lest other men should see ; 

Love seeks out two, he flies from three. 

He comes unhid to you and me. 
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We love. Why should the spell be broken, 

Why should we tell it to the wbrld, 
And hear the jest so lightly spoken, 

And see the lips in laughter curled ? 
Our love lies hidden, let it be ; 
It is enough for you and me. 

Like to the plants that close their flowers 

And hide before the mid-day sun, 
But open in the evening hours 

By the still night-wind wooed and won — 
So may young love from daylight flee 
And come unbid to you and me, 



O do not say I loved in vain. 
Because I loved without success, 
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Nor think such love can onfy pain, — 
It brings a joy thou canst not guess. 

Think not because my heart is sore. 
That all my love has been in vain ; 

I ne'er have loved so well before, 
I ne'er shall love so well again. 

There is a strange delight in love, 
Which fills the saddest lover's heart, 

A blessing ev'ry joy above. 

Which even hopeless loves impart. 

And ev'ry heart at heavy cost. 
Is purified in being proved ; 
" O better to have loved and lost. 

Than never, never to have loved." 

I could not love thee more .or less, 
I surely could not cease to grieve, 



MINOR POEMS. 

Because those laughing lips said Yes, 
Which cried out No on yestereve. 

I love thee for thyself alone, 
Nor can my life of love depend 

On other forces than my own ; 
So must I love thee to the end. 

So must I love thee, when the time 
Shall come which bids my youth be gone. 

And mingled scorn and pity chime 
Their laughter, that I yet love on. 

So must I love thee, and my life 
Is better, purer for my love ; 

And 'mid the din of daily strife 
It rises lesser cares above. 

It rises in ennobling grief 
Above each petty scheme or aim, 
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Nor stoops to seek a vain relief 
In joys that only wear the name. 

Then do not say I loved in Vain, 
For there is joy in love like this. 

I do not plead it free from pain, 
But oh, 'tis not devoid of bliss. 



Is love the child of my esteem. 

Or of my reason telling out 

The gains its growth might bring about, 
Or of my fancy's fevered dream ? 

My love-held senses lose the clue 
And wander blindly 'mid the maze, 
With fruitless aim to pierce the haze, 

And read its darkness through and through. 
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What parentage my love has known 

I cannot trace, while yet it liives 

In all my faculties, and gives 
Wide licence to itself alone. 

I wonder would I love thee les's 

For all thy price of sordid pelf ? 

My love, methinks, is of itseUj 
I love thee for thy loveliness. 



A New Year's wish from me to thee ! 

^Vhat blessings can I ask of Heaven, 
When ev'ry prayer for thee would be, 

That joy to my own life be given. 

A New Year's wish from me to thee .•" 

Whose fates are blended thus together, 
IS 
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We launch our boat on this year's sea, 

One course for both, whate'er the weather. 

What shall I wish for thee and me 
On that new voyage now before us ? 

A fair wind and a rippling sea, 
And a blue sky illumined o'er us ? 

Our clouded reason cannot tell : 
But, whether weal or woe betide us. 

God speed the bark, for all is well, 
If He stand at the helm to guide us. 



One last link thou yet must Sever, 
One last link — and then 'tis o'er ; 

We must part — God grant for ever — 
We have loved, may love no more. 
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One last spark thou yet must smother 

Still left smouldering in my breast 
We were much to one another, 

We are nought, and that is best 

Still my heart in anguish smarting* 

Checks the moments as they fly, 
Still it asks, yet dreads the parting, 

Drawing slowly, sadly nigh. 

Thou canst never know my sorrow, 

Woman of the mailed heart. 
Thou wouldst smile upon the morrow 

If to-day had bid us part. 

One last link — I cannot let thee 

Tear it thus — one moment more ! 
All too soon thou wilt forget me : 

All too soon my dream is o'er. 
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Still my mem'ries cling around thee, 
Still with thee my hope remains ; 

Of his strength my love has bound me, 
Happy in my prison chains. 

Still my love — oh, heaven forgive it — 
Forms the link 'twixt thee and me. 

Take my life. I cannot live it, 
Cannot leave it, without thee. 



I have loved thee fondly, dearest, 
Since the day when first we met, 

I have loved through clpud and sunshine, 
And I love thee fondly yet. 

Nay, reproach me not for longing, 
'Tis enough my love to spurn ; 
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I must love thee aye the fondlier, 
For I love without return. 

At thy feet my heart has squandered 

All the riches of its store ; 
And I strive to love thee better, 

Now I cannot love thee more. 



O Lord, whate'er the lot may be, 
Thy wisdom has prepared for me.; 
When darkness o'er my path is cdst, 
And threatening storm-clouds gather fast ; 
When rough and rugged grows the road, 
And when I stumble 'neath my load, 
Lord, if I slip. Lord, if I fall, 
O shield her, save her, spare her all ; 
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And if my sorrow be Thy will, 
Protect her from the coniing ill, 
Speak to my murmurs : Peace, be still ! 

For whatsoe'er the guilt has been, 
The seasons of my youth have seen, 
Temptations thrown across my way, 
New sins, new sinkings day by day ; 
And howsoever I have sought 
To hush a soul divinely taught, 
And by repentance, short and vain, 
To earn the right to sin again. 
Lord, she is of all those who rest 
In Thy great love serenely blest, 
The purest, holiest, sweetest, best ! 

Lord, if Thy mercy strike me down, 
That through my cross I gain Thy crown. 
If sorrow be the wage of sin, 
If trial be the means to win 
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Forgiveness, and Thy plagues be sent 
That men should tremble and repent, 
Then ne'er a stain of grief or strife 
May rest upon her guileless life ; 
Save her from me, Lord, if Thou art 
Resolved to chasten this wild heart, 
Save her from me and bid us part. 
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In those dark hours that sickness knows, 

And sickness knows alone. 
When feebly, weakly the heart's blood flows. 
And the frame is rocked by a thousand woes, 

And shaken by many a moan, 
A voice awakens within us then, 
Oh, why am I not like other men. 

Who joy in the light and life of day, 
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While I live a life that died out when 
The living of hfe was taken away. 

The sick man's heart alone can tell 

The wealth, not to be bought, 
In the simplest words that ever fell 
From the lips of man, in that short " Quite well " 

Oft spoken with never a thought. 
If only health and vigour were mine, 
All else that I have I would fain resign ; 

All else — is that not too much to say ? 
All else — but not that treasure divine, 
The new life sent to this heart of mine. 

When the living of life was taken away. 
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If thy love live, though all else died, 

If thy love live, though men deride, 

If thy love live, by facts belied, 

If thy love live, by words defied, 

If thy love live, though fortune's tide 

Ebb from thy feet on ev'ry side, 

If thy love live, though sulky pride 

Turn at thy step and look aside, 

If thy love live, though all men hide 

Their faces from thee far and wide ; — 

Then God have pity on thee, 

For if that love do still abide. 

Though tempted, taunted, sorely tried. 

If it still live, thy strength, thy guide, 

Thy star, when dark the waters glide. 

If it still live, thy shame, thy pride. 

Triumphant against all beside : 

Then grant thee God the strength to bear 

Of love-born ill thy larger share. 
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For nought in hell or earth shall tear 

Me from that breast 

Where I found rest, 
When fortune left me stranded there. 



O daughter of a higher birth ! 

O pure of soul and fair of frame ! 
O stranger on this human earth, 

In nothing human but the name. 

Thou standest 'twixt God's heaven and me 
To point me upward to my goal, 

Thou standest in God's light to be 
The better angel of my soul. 

And I would love thee, but my love 
Sinks in thy presence to the dust, 
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And thy pure spirit soars above 
All earthly love and earthly lust. 

And I would love thee, but my heart 

Grows sick with fear and sick with shame, 

For I am human, and thou art 
In nothing human but the name. 

For I am earthly, of this earth, 
And thou — what sphere of light is thine ? 

O daughter of a higher birth, 
O purer, fairer soul than mine ! 

Then stand thou 'twixt God's heaven and me, 

To point me upward to my goal, 
O, stand thou in God's light to be 

The better angel of my soul. 
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Nay, thou art human. Let me trace 
Thy human birth, thy human growth, 

And claim thee for this human race, 

Dispute thee heaven and grant thee both. 

I would not that my spirit swelled 

In passioned bursts of pride and praise, 

I would not think mine eyes were held, 
Nor that a phantom cheats their gaze. 

But I would know thee as thou art, 
And own thee best among the good, 

And perfect in thy human heart, — 
Aye, perfect in thy womanhood. 

Not perfect in the sight of God, 
In human perfectness complete, 

Of all by whom this earth is trod, 

Thou standest there where two worlds meet. 
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Then let me love thee, vision bright 

Of all I honour and adore, 
Then let me linger in thy sight, 

I ask, and heaven would give, r(o more. 

And stand thou 'twixt God's heaven and me, 

To point me upward to my goal ; 
O stand thou in God's light to be 

The better angel of my soul. 



Patience — why shouldst thou try to leap 

O'er yawning gulfs thy fate to meet ; 
Wait till across the foaming deep, 

God spans a bridge before thy feet ; 
For thou must find that fate at last, 

In God's own time spite vain- endeavour ; 
And life is short, and years fly fast, 

And ne'er a cross was given for ever. 
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Lord, Thou art strong and Thou art true, 
And what Thou doest, Lord, is right ; 

Then what Thou wilt in mercy do : 
We trust Thy truth, we own Thy might. 

Our hearts, by vain presumptions caught, 

Have hoped and prayed and longed and guessed , 

Thou hast not done, Lord, as we thought. 
But what Thou hast done, I^ord, is best. 

It was not thus, that we had planned 
The path our winding steps have trod ; 

Lead on nor need we understand — 
Lead on, the path be Thine, O God. 

Our prayers, unanswered, lie before 
Thy mercy-seat. We leave them thus ; 

Thou gavest not ; Thou givest more : 
That Thou hast heard, sufificeth us. 
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And, Lord, where sin has stained our prayer, 
And, Lord, where sin has caused our cross, 

May Thy wise mercy give us there 
Eternal gain in timely loss. 

Then do not grant whate'er we ask, 

But grant alone the strength to pray : 
^ Be Thine the will and ours the task, 
And sin, not sorrow, take away. 

Thy might and mercy look beyond, 

Where human eyes see nought but night. 

Our strength is frail, our mercy fond ; 
We trust Thy grace and own Thy might. 



O bear with mine oft sullen mood 
And with my hours of blank despair, 
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Bear thou with me. My heart is rude, 

Untaught by love and nursed in care, 
And thou art pure and fair and good. 

And thou art good and pure and fair. 
And as I know thee fair and good, 

My heart grows sick unto despair. 
That one so pure and lovely should 

Be linked to me my lot to share. 

My soul is dark, my sense is lewd. 
My flesh of many ills the heir, 

And I am thus, and I have wooed 
One who is good and pure and fair ; 

Ah, woe me in my sullen mood. 
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My love ! what other words could raise 

The dormant music of my soul, 
And fill it thus with hymns of praise, — 

Of praise and joy beyond control ? 

My love ! I trace the words, and thou 
Shalt read them soon with raptured gaze ; 

My love ! for lips dare echo now 
What eyes have said in other days. 

My love ! as from ^olian strings 

One note is waked by ev'ry blast. 
So in my heart one music rings, 

One song upon the air is cast. 

Then, when the lips I hold most dear 

Breathe on these harp-strings from above, 

What other music shouldst thou hear, 

Than this one note : My love, my love ! 
lb 



MINOR POEMS. 

What other ? Shall no word of prayer, 
No word of praise ascend on high ? 

Shall I record no wishes there, 
Not one petition cleave the sky ? 

What shall I wish thee in my song ? 

What should I ask of God above ? 
Ah, life is short and love is long : 

Thy love my life, thy life my love. 

Thy life my love, thy love my life ! 

Blended by God in on6 great river ! 
May it reflect 'mid care and strife 
The sunlight of His peace for ever. 



A word stood engraved, so that all might behold. 
On a wall of white marble, in letters of gold ; 
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The plasterers came, and they plastered it o'er, 

And the word, hid from view, was remembered no more 

By new generations, that sprung up around, 
The wall of white plaster undamaged was found ; 
They wrote a word here and they wrote a word there 
They scribbled and scrawled on it everywhere. 

The years passed away, and the covering all 
Crumbled and fell from the white marble wall, — 
Fell — and preserved by their sheltering shield. 
Once more those letters of gold stood revealed. 

Thus o'er the letters engraved on myl soul 
Names have been scrawled, till they covered the whole : 
Yet they are there, and the years as they passed 
Brought them once more to the surface at last. 
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You ask me when I loved her first ? 

The very day you fain would know 
And guess, how long my heart has nursed 

This love it could not dare to show. 
Since when it was, I cannot tell. 
But that it is, I know full well. 



As the fair fruit on orchard walls 
Blooms slowly in the ripening rays. 

So on my love the sunlight falls 
And mellows it in length of days. 

When first it was, I cannot tell. 

But that it is, I know full well. 

Slowly methinks the moments flow, 
Yet swiftly Time hastes on his way : 

Sometimes it seems so long ago, 

And sometimes seems like yesterday. 
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Since when it was, ah, who can know ? 
So near, and yet so long ago 

I cannot tell, e'en though I durst,' 

I cannot tell the why or when, 
But surely when I saw her first, 

I must have loved my darling then. 
O, was it then ? I cannot tell ; 
It is so now, I know full well. 

^\^len first affection rose above 

The bounds our near relation set. 
When liking blossomed into love. 

And our two hearts in fondness met, — 
When first it was, I cannot tell, 
But that it is, I know full well, 
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There lay a dark, deep gulf between us ; 

It yawned before our feet ; 
So deep, that many who have seen us 

Have wondered we should meet. 

And yet we met — so Love had willed it- 
The gulf was dark and wide ; 

He entered in, and, laughing, filled it. 
Or bore thee to the other side. 



I hold it true of all who love. 
That love for them is one great fact, 
And shows itself in ev-'ry act, 

Whate'er they do, where'er they move. 

Love in each gay, each earnest thought. 
Love in each passing 'dream of night, 
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Love in their wrong and in their right, 
The same in all nor more in ought 

I cannot put my love away 

As some state robe, that none may see, 
Nor put it on for one great day. 

It is myself ; it still shall be 

My life, my soul, my now and aye ; 
I wear my love unconsciously. 



The chain of love, whose firmest link art Thou, 
Whose gold, O Lord, is purified by Thee, 

Such chain of love shines all the brighter now 
And holds to all eternity. 
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If thou couldst look upon my soul, 
On each sad secret hid within ; 

If thou couldst scan the weary roll, 
That tells my catalogue of sin. 

If thou couldst know, if thou couldst see, 
If thou couldst feel my weight of shame. 

If such a fearful thing could' be, 
Wouldst thou still love me all the same ? 

Wouldst thou still love me ? who shall say ? 

Passion oft flies on scarce fledged wings ; 
But love, great love is wont to stay, 

And fondly suffers many things. 

If — but thou canst not — it is well ! 

He Who alone our sins can know. 
Alone can our temptations tell, 

Alone can judge for weal or woe. 
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Farewell, farewell for ever, 

From these false charms I fly ; 
In vain I would endeavour 

To gain what they deny. 
And when I know each meeting 

Must be a new defeat, 
'Twixt losing and retreating, 

'Tis wiser to retreat 
So spite of all thy taunting, 

I leave thee from this hour, 
I leave thee loudly vaunting 

Thine all-resistless power. 
I own it, oh, I own it, 

There's nothing but to yield. 
And for that I have known it, 

I hasten from the field. 
^^Tiat if thou deem me covard; 

No judge of valour thou ; 
Thy heart is false and froward 
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Though fair and smooth thy brow. 
And whatsoe'er transgression 

Condemns rny heart to me, 
Ah, surely no confession 

Is due from it to thee. 
Enough — I now can sever 

The bonds around me thrown, 
Farewell, farewell for ever, 

Victorious and — alone ! 



Farewell ! this morning bids us part ; 

Yon sun that slowly mounts the sky, 
Strikes scorching rays into my heart, 

And its hot passion flares up high. 

We watch him in his prbud ascent, 
And know his triumph tells our doom, 
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And o'er the smiling firmament 
Our sorrow casts its veil of gloom. 

Yon fire that fills the glowing heaven, 
Bids our poor passion sink and die ; 

But few short moments more are 'given 
To mock us as they hasten by.. 

O, could we check his sweeping rise. 
And mount his flaming strength above. 

And hold him hanging in the skies 
Subdued by greater strength of love. 

Subdued by flame of fiercer birth 

Than any children of his sway. 
And hold him shining o'er the earth, 

In one eternal glad to-day ! 

In scornful consciousness he glides 
Before the eyes that shun his rays ; 
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One sunbeam more — then nought besides 
The memories of yesterdays. 

Then if he rise, or if he set, 
Let other lovers sing his praise ; 

For me there's nought but to regret 
The sunshine of my yesterdays. 



Ah no, thou dost not love me now, 

Whate'er thy laughing lips may say, 
Thine eyes are false to thee, and thou 

Wouldst hide in vain what they betray ; 
Betrayal lies in all their light. 

Though full and clear the beacons shine. 
False fires were they to scare my sight, 

And now my fate is changed to thine. 
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For I have learned in course of days 

To read their hidden meaning well, 
And now their ev'ry look betrays 

What thou hadst bid them not to tell ; 
And O, the sad confession won 

From those bright eyes that dare my gaze, 
While ev'ry word would tempt me on. 

And ev'ry look betrays, betrays j 
Nor have I e'er believed thy word^ 

Thy look has led my love astray •; 
And if to-day my wrath is stirred, 

'Tis that I read thy looks to-day, — 
'Tis that I read thy looks e'en now. 

And — woe is me for what they say ; 
And oh, the more deceived art thou, 

It is thyself whom they betray ! 
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Loved so long, so soon forgotten, 
Beauty fades in length of days, 

And the tree, whose fruits are-rotten, 
Tempts no more the schoolboy's gaze. 

Though for weeks he watched it throwing 
Sweetness o'er the garden wall, — 

Watched its treasures daily growing 
Rounder, richer, riper all. 

When they fell their life was rotten ; 

They are rotten, let them lie, — 
Loved so long, so soon forgotten, 

Beauty fades, and years pass by. 

If my beauty bade thee love iBe, 
All too late our courses meet ; 

All too long it hung above thee, 
Now it dies before thy feet. 
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I had thought — O foolish thinking — 

That my love was full in bloom ; 
See, it lies now fading, shrinking. 

Dying in its later doom. 

Be it so, the fruit is rotten, 

Slow to ripen, swift to rot,— 
Loved so long, so soon forgotten, 

Let it lie, and touch it not. 



Do not ask me to forget thee ! 

Bid me leave thee love-bereft ; 
See I go — but thou must let me 

Still remember what I left. 

Idle words, that bade me hate thee. 
On my heart they lightly fell ; 
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Nay, whatever lot await m*e, 
I shall love thee all too well. 

'Tis in vain I seek to scorn thee, 
Yet I love against my will ; 

From thy bosom fate has torn me, 
But I love thee, love thee still. 

Do not ask me to forget thee ! 

Bid me leave thee love-bereft ; 
See, I go — but thou must let me 

Still remember what I left. 



They tell me thou art faithless 
To me, who was so true ; 

They say thou hast forgotten 
The old love for a new. 
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I do not heed their story, 

I care not what they say ; 
What though thine old affection 

Has slowly died away. 

What though thou spurn me from thee 

And trample on my heart, 
I love thee all the dearer 

The more unkind thou art. 



24S 



The night is dark, lone I 
Since the sun-god sank away 

To sleep in the arms of ocean 
And dream of the coming day ! 

And she who rules the darkness, 

Lonely goddess, pure and pale, 
17 
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She hides her waning beauty 
In the folds of her cloudy veil. 

She hides her tearful beauty, 
And her thoughts are all of one ; 

What knows he of her sorrow, 
The careless Endymion ? 

The night is dark, lone ! 

Darker my sorrowful s6ul ; 
I hear the chaunt of the palm trees 

And the distant water's roll. 

1 hear the chirp of birdlejs, 
As they slumber in the nest ; 

All nature lies a-dre^ming, 

And its dreams are joy and rest. 

All nature is hushed, lone ! 

But thy love can court no sleep ; 
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He paces the street in silence, 
He came here to wait and wgep. 

Thou star of purest radiance, 
Thou goddess of golden light,- 

With thee is sunshine and beayty, 
Without thee darkest night ! 
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Of all the maids whom I love well, 
O fairest maid, I love thee best. 

Accept this truth I have to teU, 
And pay no heed to all the rest. 

Of all fair maids whom I have known. 
Thou art the fairest, that I swear ; 

Yet how can I love thee alone, 

^Vhen all the maids I know are fair ? 
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Of all the maids that lured me near 
And played me false in course of time, 

Thou art the falsest maid, 1 fear, 
Though that in maids is not a crime. 

fair and false, O false and fair, 
Of all the maids I ever met 

1 loved thee best, — yet I declare, 

Methinks I might love better yet. 



False and a woman ? rather say 
False as a woman. 'Tis thf right 

Of lovely woman to betray 
The love she harboured for a night. 

O turn, my lord, she softly sighed, 

And shelter on your handmaid's breast ; 
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With food and wine his weakness plied, 
And soothed his weary limbs to rest. 

Then swiftly on his silence crept, — 

Hark, didst thou hear no rustling sound ? — 

And with one blow, while yet he slept, 
She nailed him dead upon the ground. 

It is a woman's right. She springs 

From flowery ambush on the foe, 
And rosy wreaths of weakness flings 

Around the sword that lays him low. 

Then sound the praises of her fame, 
And drag the dead from out her sight ; 

For what to man were purple shame, 
Is woman's golden crown of might. 
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Between myself and thee there is 
No other difference than this, 
That I have always loved, and thou 
Hast only learned to love me now. 

And soon between myself and thee, 
No other difference there'll "be 
Than this : I still shall love thee when 
Thou'rt running after other men. 



Thou art to me a memory of sorrow, 

A far-off vision, lessening to the view, 
As dreams of night that shrink before the morrow. 

The night is passed, yet over my awaking 
Still he the tears in mists of mazy dew ; 
The night is passed, the morniiig softly breaking. 
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long dark night of suffering and sadness ; 
The smart is over, but the sore remains; 

My grief died not in pregnancy of gladness. 

1 am awakened to a long regretting, 

And this far vision of a night that wanes 
Has left a gloom which challenges forgetting. 

Nor would I wish, had I the power, to borrow 
A false reflection, where yet darkneSs reigns. 
And thou art still a memory of sorrow ! 
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Farewell, then, we part amid kisses anS tears. 
We part, and we never shall meet again ; 

But the mem'ry will linger through lonely years, 
When only the tears remain. 
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I 

Farewell then, and what if the moment be come, 
To chide thee for all this cruel freak ; 

Yet the lips that have kissed thee so oft are dumb, 
And only my tears shall speak. 

Farewell then, and through their fast thickening mist, 
Mine eyes turn to greet thee once again ; 

Ah, for nothing but tears were our kisses kissed ; 
And now e'en the tears are vairj ! 



O do not remember 
Joys long passed away, 

Forget in December 
The rose-buds of May. 

O do not remember 
Love faded so soon, 
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Forget in December 
The roses of June. 

O do not remember 

The joys that are fled, 
Forget in December 

The love which is dead. 



Upon this sheet the letters stand 
That form the word Farewell ; 
I read them o'er, and I can' tell 

Them written by thy hand : 

Farewell. 

Can tell them written by thy hand, 
Such words of thine to me, 
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And do not seem to understand 

The message comes from thee ; 
And yet again that word I spell : 
Farewell. 

And if the word was lightly penned, 
What carest thou ? The sense is fit, 
Upon my life-page it is writ. 

Where I shall read it to the end : 
Farewell. 

Upon that page the letters stand, 
Farewell to all this foolish trust ; 
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, 

'Tis written by thy hand : 

Farewell. 
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They say that lovers are fickle ,; 

Lovers are wayward, they say ; 
But what care we for other loves ? 
Ah, dearest, I came to stay. 
Ah, dearest ! 

I came to stay. 



A lover is like a stroller, 

Just like a stroller, they say ; 
At fair-time on the green he se'eks 
A dance and a roundelay. 
Ah, dearest ! 

He comes td play. 

A lover is like a 'prentice 

Tired on a mid-summer day: 
The sun is hot, and here's an i'hn, 
And rest and a drink for pay. 
Ah, dearest ! 

And more for pay. 
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A health to the glowing sunshine ! 

While we are young, let's be gay ; 
The night is faithful, blue-eyed maid, 
Although the morn may betray. 
Ah, dearest 1 

Morn will betray ! 

Lovers at work in the hay-field : 

While the sun shines, we make hay ; 
If clouds should gather in the west, 
Then hurry to horse and away. 
Ah, dearest ! 

Hasteri away. 

The sun sinks down to the darkness, 

Evening' falls silent and gray ; 
Who lists be false, who lists be true, 
Ah, dearest, I came to stay. 
Ah, dearest ! 

I came to stay. 
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leave me and love me, whate'er befall ! 
O leave me and love me, my friend through all ! 
The world calls me cruel, and 'tis but my due, 
For I bid thee be false, when I know thou art true. 

Then love me and leave me, nor speak again 
Of joys that were foolish, of hopes that were vain, 
Of dreams that have holden my heart entranced — 
O leave me — but love me, if yet thou canst. 

O love me and spare me. I cannot now 
Break loose from my bond or return to my vow ; 
My vow it is false, and forgotten my whim. 
Yet I cannot hate thee, though I cannot love him. 

O spare me and leave me. If still thy heart 
Can read me as once, 'twill be eager*to part ; 
Yet love me, oh love me, whate'er befall, 
Now love me and leave me, my friend through all ! 
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Last night when we sat talking, 

Talking, you and I, 
Of nothing, as fond lovers will, 

Themselves could not tell why ; 
You lightly dropped a cruel word, 

O cruel and unkind, 
And then passed on with smiling face 

And thought I would not mind. 

It nestles in my heart of hearts, 

O that cruel word ; 
It hides and watches like a spy 

And will not be deterred. 
Ah me, now this one scout is come 

To trace and clear the way : 
Battalions wait to follow Mm, 

And why should they delay ? 
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In the still courtyard by the grim old Keep, 
'Twixt ivied walls that frame the sky above, 

Where o'er the sunken stones the mosses creep. 

And by the gate the marble lions sleep, 
There is a little fountain that I Idve. 



It rises in the middle of the square, 

Its water plashing down upon a bowl 
Grown grey with age, and cracked by many a tear. 
From which green plants creep out into the air. 
And thriving rapidly, o'errun the whole. 



The slender jet waves lightly to and fro, 

Its sparkling showers upon the surface play ; 
Unceasingly the rippling waters flow 
And fall again, and yet again they throw 
Their strength on high and — break in silver spray. 
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Thus patiently the untiring waters run, 

Since full five hundred years they strive in vain ; 
Yet they in rising for one flash have won 
A thousand sparkling glories from the sun, 
And burst in brilliance ere they sink again. 

O little fountain, knowing not despair, 

Though far above thee smiles the shining height, 
Well hast thou learned, that only in the air 
The sun can reach thee, and thy fall is fair. 
And still thou strivest upward to the light. 



What if my songs be not the sweetest of all singing. 
Were it a joy to know another's song less sweet ? 

Sufficient be for me the silver music ringing 
Soft cadence in my heart until it cease to beat. 
Come, gentle poesy, and share my calm retreat ! 
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Gome, gentle poesy, where happy and forgotten 
I dwell 'mid birds and flowers benea'th God'? golden sun, 

And cheer this silent home with little ones begotten 
Of tender sympathy, that blends usrinto one. 
And make thy nature mine, or else I were undone. 



And breathe thy soul in mine, so that my strength of living, 
Be thou within myself for pleasure and for pain ; 

Yet if this higher gift lie all beyond thy giving, 
Give what thou canst bestow and what I can attain ; 
Unless thou dwell with me my life were lived in vain. 



What if my songs be not the sweetest *of all singing? 

A sorry reason this for leaving them unsung ! 
r could not if I would, nor would I keep them clinging 

For ever to my heart as they so long have clung ; 

Not for myself alone my gentle harp was strung. 
18 
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I am not satisfied, until I see them winging 
Their flight beyond the pale of this my lone retreat ; 

What if my songs be not the sweetest of all singing, 
If but one lonely heart in hours of sorrow greet 
Their tones with happy tears, I know that they are sweet 



What though ye are wroth, O critics ! 

Reject me, if ye will ; 
Though my songs be worse than worthless, 

My heart is a poet's still. 

Then probe me my wounds, ye doctors, 

Till ev'ry fibre smart ; 
Dissect for your laughing students 

A quivering human heart. 
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" See here lies the innate weakness, 

The affectation here, 
And here's a fault in the framework, 

That renders the tones unclear.'' 

Thus talk ye wisely, O doctors. 

Your words of wisdom bring 
The disease before your students. 

But none of the suffering. 

And though ye explain, O critics. 

The sickness at your will, 
Though ye shake your heads in pity. 

My heart is a poet's still. 

Then laugh me to scorn, ye critics. 

That I should sing so ill ; 
But by all I sang and suffered. 

My heart is a poet's still. 
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My thoughts lie heavy on my heart, 

I cannot think why it should be ; 
O dream of olden days, thou art 

Once more alive in me. 
The air is sultry, shadows fall 

Where dreamily the river flows, 
And on the mountain summits tail 

The crimson sunset glows. 

And yonder on the highest height, 
There sits a maiden strangely fair ; 
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Her golden jewels glftter bright, 
She combs her golden hair ; — 

She combs it with a golden comb, 
And as she combs, she sings ; 

And weirdly from her mountain home 
The wondrous music rings. 

It strikes the passing boatman's ear, 

And melts his heart in streams of fire ; 
He heeds no danger far or near. 

Nought but his wild desire. 
Ah me, the boat rocks to and fro, 

Ah me, the water rises high, 
And in the crimson sunset glow 

Still sings the Lorelei. 
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OTHER VERSION. 

I can't think, whatever's the matter ; 

I'm duller and heavier than lead ; 
Some stupid old nursery chatter 

Has got itself wedged in my head. 
The evening gets hotter and hotter, 

It's dark, though the sun's shining still ; 
He's poking his rays at the water, 

And winking his eyes at the hilL 

A fine-looking girl sits up yonder,-^— 

She's made that old mountain her home ; 

She's combing her hair out — wonder ! — 
Up there with a glittering comb., 

It's a fact that I scarce like to mention, 
But she's got nothing on but her hair, 
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And she's really attracting attention, 
A-sittiiig and combing it there. 

The fisherman cannot help viewing 

The scene, and it gives him a shock ; 
He don't look to what he is doing. 

He'll get into trouble on a rock. 
It's really extremely improper. 

Unless she's " Permission to kill "; 
They ought to do something to stop her 

From making that noise on a hill. 



Thou art an opening flower, 
So fair and pure and good ; 

I look on thee, and sadness 
Creeps in upon my mood. 
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My hand would touch thy forehead 

And leave its blessing there,^ 
A prayer that God preserve thee, 

So good and pure and fair ! 



Once my heart was nigh despairing, 
I have learnt to bear it now,^- 

Leamt to bear it in the bearing ,; 
Never, never ask me how. 



Summer, bright and blooming. 
Lies upon thy cheek ; 

In thy heart hides winter, — 
Winter cold and bleak. 
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That will change, my darling, — 
Years the change impart ; 

On thy cheek the winter, 
Summer in thy heart. 



When on this earth the moment comes, 
That severs friend from friend, 

They clasp each other's hands with sighs 
And tears that know -no end. 

But when we parted, ydu and I, 
We did not weep and moan, — 

The sighs and tears came afterwards. 
When each was left alone. 
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M)- darling, come, lay your small hand on my heart, 
And list to its beating. Nay, love, do not start. 
A carpenter dwells there, and cruel is he ; 
He's making a coffin, a coffin for me. 

He strikes and he hammers by night and by day, 
Since long he has driven my slumbers away ; 
Make haste, master carpenter, do all your best, 
And finish your work, for I'm longipg for rest. 
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